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p.  I 


DON  GUZZLES  GOES  FORTH  TO  SERENADE  HIS  MISTRESS,  THE 
PAIR  LEONORA  VON  BLUNDERBOOTZEN. 


THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH  OF  DON  GUZZLES  DI  CARRARA. -A  PANORAMIC  TRAGEDY. 


DON  GUZZLES  AS  HE  APPEARED  IN  THE  ACT  OF 
SERENADING. 


INSPIRED  BY  THE  BEAMING  EYES  OF  LEONORA, 
HE  '  TAKES  STEPS  TO  PROCURE  A  CLOSER 
INTERVIEW, 


AND  IS  MADE  SUPREME! 


HAPPY  ; 


BUT  HAVING  HIS  HANDS  TOO  FULL  TO  ATTEND  TO 
HIS  LEGS,  HE  MISSES  HIS  FOOTING  ; 


AND  ONLY  RECOVERS  IT,  TO  FIND  TELE  LADDER 
PUSHED  FROM  THE  WINDOW  BY  THE  INDIGNANT 
BARON  VON  BLUNDERBOOTZEN, 


WHO  CAUSES  THE  UNHAPPY  DOV  TO  BE  FISHED  UP 
FROM  THE  MOAT,  INTO  WHICH  HE  HAS  FALLEN  ; 


ONLY  CRUELLY  TO  IMPRISON  HIM  IN  THE 
CASTLE  DUNGEON,  WHERE  HE  IS  REDUCED 
TO  SUCH  EXTREMITIES  OF  HUNGER,  THAT 
HE  IS  FAIN  TO  EAT  HIS  OWN  BOOTS  ; 


ALTHOUGH  THE  -AFTER  SYMPTOMS  ARE  NEITHER 
PICTURESQUE  NOR  PLEASANT. 


I 


OVERCOMING,  HOWEVER,  THE  INDIGESTION  CAUSED 
BY  THE  BOOT8,  THE  DON  GETS  SO  THIN  THAT  HE 
IS  ENABLED  TO  SQUEEZE  HIMSSLF  THROUGH  THE 
DUNGEON  BARS ; 


AND  IS  PICKED  UP  A  “BLEEDING  PIECE  OF  EARTH,” 
BY  THE  CORONER  OF  THE  COUNTY. 
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USTOM  re- 
quires  that  there 
should  be  a  pro¬ 
logue  to  every 
new  work. 
These  are  of 
various  kinds — 
the  high  -  pur¬ 
posed  ;  the  jocu¬ 
lar  ;  the  decep¬ 
tive  ;  the  incom- 
prehensible, 
and  the  straight¬ 
forward.  Custom  former¬ 
ly  required,  also,  “an  epi¬ 
logue  to  every  five-act 
play.”  This  is  no  longer 
deemed  necessary ;  nor 
may  an  opening  address  be,  in 
a  few  years’  time,  which  pos¬ 
sibly  will  be  all  for  the  better ; 
but,  until  then,  we  would  rather 
coalesce  with  public  opinion, 
than  tilt  against  it;  being  assured  that  those  who  “lead 
the  masses,”  sometimes  get  the  masses  to  move  at  such  a 
rate,  that  they  (the  leaders)  are  run  over,  trampled  upon. 
No.  I.  B 
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disabled,  and  left  behind  to  be  forgotten.  And  so  we 
offer  this  Address  to  our  friends,  and  take  the  last-men¬ 
tioned  of  the  above  classifications — tbe  straightforward. 

“  An  author,”  says  Fielding,  Cf  ought  to  consider  him¬ 
self  not  as  a  gentleman  who  gives  a  private  or  eleemosynary 
treat,  but  rather  as  one  who  keeps  a  public  ordinary,  at 
which  all  persons  are  welcome  for  their  money.  In  the 
former  case,  it  is  well  known  that  their  entertainer  provides 
what  fare  he  pleases ;  and  though  this  should  be  very 
indifferent,  and  utterly  disagreeable  to  the  taste  of  his 
company,  they  must  not  find  any  fault ;  nay,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  good  breeding  forces  them  outwardly  to  approve 
and  to  commend  whatever  is  set  before  them.  Now,  the 
contrary  of  this  happens  to  the  master  of  an  ordinary. 
Men  who  pay  for  what  they  eat,  will  insist  upon  gratifying 
their  palates,  however  nice  and  whimsical  these  may 
prove  ;  and  if  everything  is  not  agreeable  to  their  taste, 
will  challenge  a  right  to  censure,  and  to  abuse  their  dinner 
without  control. 

“  To  prevent,  therefore,  giving  offence  to  their  customers 
by  any  such  disappointment,  it  hath  been  usual  with  the 
honest  and  well-meaning  host  to  provide  a  bill  of  fare, 
which  all  persons  may  peruse  at  their  first  entrance  into 
the  house :  and  having  thence  acquainted  themselves 
with  the  entertainment  which  they  may  expect,  may 
either  stay  and  regale  with  what  is  provided  for  them,  or 
may  depart  to  some  other  ordinary  accommodated  to  their 
taste.” 

The  great  novelist,  by  his  own  confession,  did  not  dis¬ 
dain  to  borrow  wit  or  wisdom  from  any  man  who  was 
capable  of  lending  either  ;  and  we  in  turn  have  borrowed 
from  him  the  notion  of  this  Address.  The  test  of  a 
century  has  shown  us  that  we  cannot  take  a  better  ex- 
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ample.  And,  therefore,  we  open  our  ordinary  with  the 
new  year  ;  and  lay  before  our  readers  a  brief  entertain¬ 
ment  of  what  it  is  our  intention  to  furnish  them  with. 

In  the  first  place,  one  glance  through  our  pages  will 
show  our  bill  of  fare.  In  these  days  of  unparalleled  low 
prices — when  steamers  go  for  a  penny,  omnibuses  rim  for 
twopence,  and  newspapers  and  gallery  admissions  may  be 
had  for  threepence ;  and  when  costly  Broughams  and  j 
Clarences  are  hinted  at,  at  sixpence  a  mile,  liveries  in¬ 
cluded — we  do  not  profess  to  give  things  wonderfully  cheap  » 
— for  at  times  another  adjective  accompanies  this  qualifi¬ 
cation — but  wre  will  take  care  that  they  are  all  good.  You 
can  dine  at  a  cook-shop  for  one-tw^entieth  part  of  the  sum 
you  would  pay  at  Mivart’s  or  the  Clarendon.  In  quantity, 
by  weight  and  bulk,  you  would  get  the  same ;  but  the 
difference  would  be  in  the  appointments,  the  dressing,  and, 
above  all,  in  the  seasoning,  which  should  impart  the  best 
flavour  to  the  different  dishes.  We  have  several  careful 
and  established  Soyers  at  our  command.  Their  instruc¬ 
tions  are  to  give  vou  the  essence  rather  than  the  mass 
of  the  viands  that  come  under  their  hands — they  will 
offer  you  a  consomme  rather  than  a  watery  tasteless  soup* 

In  the  discussion  of  such  light  matters  of  the  day* 
as  may  come  as  a  kind  of  salad  to  our  repast,  we  shall, 
in  dressing  them  up,  at  all  times  use  more  of  the  oil  than 
the  vinegar,  where  such  dressing  is  consistent.  And  for 
cftir  dessert  we  shall  offer  various  trifles  that  may  suit  all 
palates,  and  promote  chit-chat  and  pleasant  feelings, 
which  we  hold  to  be  the  gregt  end  of  a  dessert.  And 
throughout  the  meal  we  shall,  from  time  to  time,  hand 
round  small  glasses  of  liqueur,  the  flavour  of  which  yon 
may  dwell  upon  ;  or  sparkling  draughts  of  champagne, 
whose  effervescence  may  be  needed  only  for  the  instant. 
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And  so  we  welcome  you  to  our  table ;  now,  on  this 
New  Year’s  Day,  coming  in  with  the  holly  and  mistletoe; 
and  hoping,  through  our  patronage,  to  turn  out  an  ever¬ 
green  also.  We  will  not  make  any  dazzling  promises. 
We  believe  in  the  disposition  of  our  readers  towards  us ; 
we  believe  in  our  artists  ;  and,  what  is  more,  we  believe  in 
ourselves.  We  only  ask  you  to  reciprocate  our  good  in¬ 
tentions.  Endeavour  to  do  as  much  for  us  as  we  are 
anxious  to  do  for  you;  and  we  are  very  certain  that  on 
neither  side  will  there  be  cause  for  complaint. 


KNOWLEDGE  FOR  THE  PEOPLE. 
Why  are  oysters  the  greatest  anomalies  in  nature  ? 
Because: — 

They  wear  a  beard,  without  a  chin, 

And  leave  their  beds  to  be  tucked  in  ! 


To  Trunk  Makers. — To  be  disposed  of  as  waste  paper,  the 
originals  of  all  European  Treaties,  for  the  last  few  centuries  or  so. 
Apply  at  the  Foreign  Office. 


Promotion. — “  Lucretia”  to  the  rank  of  the  most  atrocious  book 
in  English,  vice  the  “Newgate  Calendar,”  quite  superseded. 

How  to  Ensure  Yourself  Against  a  Violent  Death. — 
Eater  the  Portuguese  Army — the  two  parties  must  be  desperately 
formidable,  for  each  is  constantly  running  away  from  the  other. 


Which  is  the  nicest  young  man  ?  An  Omnibus  Cad  or  a 
Woolwich  Cadet  ? 
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(but  not  believed  to  be  his.) 

Pboudly  stalking  o’er  the  pavement,  as  the  clock  is  striking  one. 
Go  the  nine  good  men  and  valiant,  who  the  glorious  deed  have  done; 

And  they  laugh  with  all  their  vigour,  till  the  narrow  courts  resound. 
The  policeman  hears  the  tumuh,  and  he  turns  his  lanthorn  round; 
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And  their  course  they  still  continue,  and  their  laughter  is  not  o’er, 
TH4  they  all  come  to  a  stand-still  at  a  lion-knock er’d  door. 

‘There  they  thump  with  noise  so  mighty,  that  they  make  the  neigh¬ 
bours  quake, 

“  Till  a  dull-eyed  damsel  opens,  who  appears  but  half  awake. 

Then,  a  lighted  room  they  enter,  where  great  works  of  art  are  found, 
«0olor’d  prints  of  Esmeralda  and  of  Elssler  hang  around. 

Plaster  statuettes,  by  Danto.n,  stand  the  chimney-piece  along, 

From  a  hook  above  the  wainscot  hangs  a  cornet-a-piston. 

• ;v  And— -a  better  sight  than  any — there  a  table,  too,  was  placed. 
With  a  mass  of  native  oysters,  and  a  can  of  porter  grac’d — 

Uhl  so  prime  appear’d  the  oysters,  that  they  charm’d  the  eyes  of  all, 
For  the  fat  part  was  so  milk-white,  and  the  beard  so  very  small ! 

Tint  how  vain  is  earthly  beauty — lovely  tilings  must  pass  away — 
Jlfpr  the  oysters  soon  are  swallow’d,  and  the  girl  takes  off  the 
(ray.' 

-  Fet  new  pleasures  follow  old  ones; — thus  the  damsel  re-appears, 

■  And  a-  jag  of  boiling  water  with  her  dingy  fingers  bears. 

'  Then  a  brace  of  labell'd  bottles  were  upon  the  table  seen, 

*  One.  .glow'd  deep  with  noble  brandy,  one  was  pale  with  humble  gin; 

'•  When  they  all  had  “  mix’d  ”  at  pleasure,  proudly  rising  o’er  the 
rest, 

Stood  the  chieftain  of  the  party,  and  his  comrades  thus  address’d : 

We  may  well  be  proud,  my  brethren,  we  a  noble  deed  have  done; 
“'Tis  the  virtue  that  delights  me,  to  say  nothing  of  the  fun. 
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“Against  private  friends  and  cJacqueurs ,  we  have  fo  ugbt  the  cans 
of  right, 

We  have  dar’d  to  damn  a  pantomime  upon  a  boxing  nighr. 

“  ’Twas  a  horrid.  ‘  Introduction’  as  you  all,  my  brethren,  know, 

And.  the  pantomimic  business  only  made  the  thing  more  slow  ; 

“  All  the  tricks  were  void  of  humour  ;  all  the  songs  were  sorry 
rhyme  ; 

Sum  up  all,  we  never  witness’d  such  a  wretched  pantomime. 

“  Though  the  audience  bore  it  calmly,  yet  they  knew  as  well  as  we, 
That  so  dreadful  a  concoction  they  had  never  met  to  see. 

“But  they  dar’d  not  speak  their  minds  out — they  believ’d  it  was  a 
crime, 

A  most  horrid  profanation  to  condemn  a  pantomime. 

“  Five -act  plays  without  a  scruple  they  have  driven  from  the  stage, 
They  have  whizz’d  off  tragic  actors  in  a  hurricane  of  rage  ; 

“  On  burlesque  and  one-act  farces,  they  could  fell  destruction  bring, 
But  a  pantomime,  my  brethren — it  wras  quite  another  thing. 

“  Ay,  at  Harlequin  they  trembled — it  was  we  and  only  we 
That  from  bonds  of  superstition  could  the  British  public  free  ; 

“We  have  rent  apart  the  fetters,  that  were  forged  by  ancient  time, 
Yes,  my  friends,  upon  a  boxing  night,  we  damn’d  a  pantomime. 

“We  stucit.  firmly  to  our  purpose,  when  the  Clown  said  ;  ‘Here 
we  are  !’ 

We  with  laughter  did  not  greet  him,  but  we  rais’d  the  shout  of 
war. 
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“  When  the  manager  came  forward,  and  some  mercy  bade  us  show 
We  subdued  all  softer  feelings,  and  we  sternly  answer’d  ‘  No  !’ 

“  When  the  Clown  had  sung  ‘  Hot  Codlins,’  we  prevented  an  encore , 
And  we  ceas’d  not  opposition  till  the  pantomime  was  o’er. 

“  Then  at  last  the  public  join’d  us — on  our  side  was  ev’ry  voice, 
And  the  wretched  thing  died  hardly,  in  a  hurricane  of  noise. 

“  I  am  sure  successive  ages  will  our  mem’ries  ne’er  efface, 

We  shall  live  in  future  his’try,  and  give  lustre  to  our  race, 

“  And  our  sons  seall  say  a  cen’try  hence — or  perhaps  a  longer  ;ime, 
“Gallant  spirits  were  our  fathers,  for  they  damn’d  a  pantomime  !’” 


It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  the  Bey  of  Tunis  is  any  relation 
to  the  Bay  of  Bengal. 
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OUR  OWN  CHRISTMAS  TALE. 

(NONE  OTHERS  ARE  GENUINE.) 

We  determined  to  write  a  Eairy  Christmas  Tale.  We  did  so,  not 
because  we  sought  for  fame,  but  because  we  wished  to  avoid  noto¬ 
riety.  We  are  by  nature  modest,  retiring,  and  unassuming. 
How  then  could  we  bear  to  be  cheveyed  by  the  little  boys 
through  the  streets  as  the  “man  who  didn’t  write  a  Christmas 
book  ?”  nay,  more — how  could  we  think  with  anything  like  a  com¬ 
placent  spirit  of  our  name  being  handed  down  to  posterity  in 
a  Rag-man’s  Rolls — shortly  to  be  published  in  a  neat  deodecimo 
form,  adapted  for  the  waistcoat-pocket,  containing  the  Christian 
and  surnames,  places  and  dates  of  birth,  and  family  histories  of  those 
of  her  Britannic  Majesty’s  subjects  who  have  not  conceived,  in¬ 
dited,  and  published  genial,  moral,  and  instructive  stories  for  the 
merry  Christmas  tide,  price  5s.  each  ?  The  thing  was  out  of  the 
question — singularity  betrays  affectation.  Being  at  Rome,  we  must 
do  as  they  do  at  Rome  ;  and  summoning  all  the  philanthropic 
fancy  of  onr  nature — conjuring  up  the  whole  army  of  those 
genial,  joking,  rollicking  little  sprites — whom  we  have  been  lately 
taught  to  associate  with  Christmas  bells,  and  Christmas  dinners, 
and  Cnristmas  carols,  and  Christmas  feelings — jolly  imps  who  come 
jumping  out  of  bottles,  and  worm  themselves  through  corkscrews, 
and  fly  up  the  chimney  in  the  steam  of  simmering  kettles,  and 
lurk  in  the  white  blossoms  of  the  mistletoe,  and  are  probably  to  be 
found  in  a  demi-fossilized  state  in  the  marrow-bones  of  Christmas 
chines — conjuring  up,  we  repeat,  the  whole  legion  of  diablerie  indi¬ 
viduals  who  regularly,  now-a-days,  make  their  appearance  with 
barrelled  oysters  and  mince  pies,  we  sought  to  weave  them  into  a 
new,  original,  and  instructive  legend,  which  we  fondly  hoped  that 
parents  would  buy  for  children — or  children  for  parents  (it’s  all 
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the  same  to  us,  so  long  as  the  book  is  purchased,  and  the  money 
paid.) 

But  there  was  one  difficulty — the  style.  Like  the  lame  dog,  we 
could  not  get  over  the  stile.  Be  it  observed  that  all  proper  and 
orthodox  Christmas  books  specially  intended  for  “this  festive 
season,”  are  got  up  in  two  distinct  fashions.  There  is  the  modern 
and  florid — perhaps  we  may  call  it  slangy — order  of  Fairy  Tale 
Architecture  ;  and  the  pure  and  chastely  simple  dodge,  much 
affected  by  the  writers  of  fables,  parables,  and  children’s  books 
translated  from  the  German — full  of  speaking  bears  and  respectable 
females  of  the  name  of  Treutchen.  The  question  was,  in  the  first 
place,  which  of  these  two  styles — both  very  admirable  in  their 
way — to  adopt  ?  Personally,  it  would  have  been  a  matter  of  per¬ 
fect  indifference  to  us ;  but  as  we  considered  that  the  lovers  of  the 
Florid  Gothic  would  not  patronise  the  pure  Greek  pattern  ;  and 
again,  that  the  admirers  of  the  simple  and  purely  idiomatic  would 
turn  up  their  noses  at  the  odd  freaks,  and  twists,  and  sentences 
made  into  literary  cul-de-sacs,  with  all  the  other  eccentricities  of 
language  and  manner  which  are  not  only  admissible,  but,  indeed, 
form  the  very  charm  of  the  Florid  Gothic  manner — “  much,”  as 
Lord  Brougham,  in  his  own  fine  classic  way,  says — “  much  re¬ 
volving  these  things,”  we  came  to  the  resolution  of  attempting  to 
please  all  tastes — or  rather  both  tastes — and  of  “  doing”  one 
portion  of  the  story  in  the  good  old  fashion  ;  the  other  in  the  new 
and  modern  style  at  5s.  Thus,  Fathers  of  Families  who  do  not 
become  purchasers,  have  really  no  excuse.  We  do  not  leave  a  leg 
for  them  to  stand  on  :  if  they  don’t  like  Chapter  One,  they  will  be 
sure  to  admire  Chapter  Two,  and  vice  versa.  Let  them  reflect  upon 
their  duties  as  British  husbands  and  parents,  and  ponder  well  on 
the  embitterment  of  their  future  days,  should  their  conscience 
accuse  them  of  having  suffered  the  golden  opportunity  now  pre¬ 
sented  to  them  to  pass  away  without  the  acquisition  of  the  following 
Christmas  Legend,  to  cheer  their  hearths,  and  perfume  with  its  in¬ 
cense-like  moral  the  shrines  of  their  household  gods. 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


11 


Cfje  Urgent!  of  tlje  JFatrp  23lac&=a=DoUa ; 

OR, 

HOW  TO  TURN  OLD  IRON  INTO  CURRENT  COPPER. 

CHAPTER  I. 

(N.B.  The  Florid  Gothic  style.) 

In  no  haunted  dingle  dwelt  the  Fairy.  Not  she.  You  might  wan¬ 
der  over  brakes  and  through  dells  and  pleasant  woodland  places, 
where  the  grass  was  very  green  and  wavy,  and  where,  on  moonlit 
nights,  the  swaying  branches  of  the  trees  swung  with  a  singing 
rustle  in  the  sportive  puffing  breath  of  the  sweet  summer  eve, 
which  came  laughingly  down,  dimpling  the  quiet  water  and  waving 
the  standing  corn — as  housemaids  do  carpets— and  taking  liberties 
with  poppies  which  did  not  like  them,  but,  on  the  contrary,  were 
sleepy  and  heavy-headed,  and  whhed  to  dream  dozingly  amid  the 
buttercups  and  the  marigolds  and  the  little  peeping  violets  behind 
the  hedge  ;  and  on  the  brook’s  brink,  where  the  water  would  keep 
up  a  gurgling  serenade  round  the  smooth  blue  stone  ;  and  on  the 
green  sward  beneath  the  old  oak,  which  is  gnarled  and  seamed  as 
though  it  had  suffered  from  confluent  vegetable  small-pox  in  its 
youth,  but  which  the  woodman’s  axe  has  never  rung  upon,  and 
from  beneath  which  neither  you  nor  I  nor  anybody  else  can  see  the 
smoke  which  rises  from  cottages  into  the  blue  heaven. 

I  tell  you— and  I  repeat  what  I  have  said,  and  I  dare  anybody  to 
contradict  it— but  that’s  between  ourselves— I  tell  you,  I  say, 
that  you  might  ramble  on  for  ever  in  such  spots  as  I  have  described, 
in  moonlight  or  starlight,  or  when  the  evening  mists  hung  heavy  in 
the  hollows,  and  there  were  winking  drops  of  dew  in  the  eyes  oi 
the  violets,  but  you  would  never  once  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  Fairy 
Black-a-Dolla. 
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No  ;  neither  in  copse  nor  furzy  greenery,  nor  on  moonlit  rings 
upon  the  heath,  dwelt  Black-a-Dolla.  And  where,  then,  washer 
grot  ?  Listen,  and  I  shall  tell  you. 

Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  roaring,  choking  city — amid  swarming 
streets  and  twilight  courts,  where  the  sun  never  came,  a  ad  the 
people  appeared  to  be  perpetually  undergoing  washing-day — a 
grimy,  fetid  place,  rank  and  not  wholesome — where  brown,  dabs  of 
dogs-meat  were  skewered  on  wooden  pins  in  the  windows  of  corner 
houses,  and  where  ricketty  children,  not  by  any  means  juicy,  bet 
rath?  r  clamp  and  mildewy,  covered,  as  it  were,  with  a  human  rase. 
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swarmed  on  the  greasy  flag-stones,  and  sat  waiting  to  he  trodden 
on  round  the  door  steps — one  of  those  alleys,  close  and  grim  and 
dreary,  where  you  only  see  a  strip  of  blue  sky  between  the  roofs  of 
high  dank  houses — at  the  windows  whereof,  on  sultry  Sunday 
mornings,  men  sit  reading  threepenny  newspapers  in  their  shirt 
sleeves,  waiting  for  the  public-houses  to  he  opened — and  from 
whence  oozes  a  moist  steamy  smell  as  of  damp  linen,  supported,  so 

to  speak,  by  a  perpetual  rumbling  of  many  mangles - in  such  a 

place,  among  such  people,  was  the  home  of  the  Fairy  Black-a- 
Dolhv 

Yon  should  have  seen  her  as  she  floated  on  the  night  breeze,  and 
with  outstretched  arms — as  though  to  bless  her  worshippers — shim¬ 
mered  sheenly  in  the  flickering  light  of  Fazing  gas-pipes.  Much 
treasure  was  piled  within  her  grotto.  There  were  more  pounds  of 
rags  there  than  I  could  count,  or,  indeed,  anybody  else  ;  and 
no  end  whatever  of  old  keys,  and  locks,  and  fusty  gingling  things 
©f  all  shapes,  made  of  rusty  metal;  and  realiy  whole  legions  uf 
dim  blurred  phials,  which  had  once  held  black-draughts  or 
lacquer. 

But  the  rags,  and  the  rusty  bits  of  metal,  and  the  blurred  phials, 
had  all  been  brought  to  the  shrine  of  the  Fairy  by  worshippers — 
mostly  poor  people — who  were  often  cold  when  the  wintry  weather 
came,  and  for  the  reason  that  pawnbrokers’  duplicates  for  coats  and 
blankets  are  not  by  any  means  so  warm  as  the  coats  arid  blaukets 
themselves.  But  the  Fairy  Black-a-Dolla  was  a  good  and  a  genial 
and  a  gushing  Fairy,  and  as  the  poor  people  brought  her  useless 
iron  and  fusty  rags,  choking  and  stenchy,  and  blurred  phials  with 
unwholesome  breath,  and  lumps  of  dripping,  of  an  unctuous  and 
oily  nature,  she  changed  them  all  into  good  copper  coin;  and  the 
worshippers — men  and  women,  and  little  children — went  away 
joyfully. 

So  chimes  rung  for  Christmas,  and  waits  played  in  the  midnight 
street  for  Christmas,  and  tailors  made  out  their  bills  in  back  par¬ 
lours — for  Christmas. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

( N.B .  Pure  Grecian  style.) 

In  a  house  near  the  residence  of  Black-a-Dolla,  there  once  lived  a 
man,  his  wife,  and  children.  The  mail’s  name  was  Snaggs.  And 
upon  Christmas  Eve,  Mr.  Snaggs  said  to  Mrs.  Snaggs — “  Lo  !  to¬ 
morrow  is  Christmas — a  joyful  time — and  we  have  not  the  means 
of  buying  even  a  plum-pudding  of  the  smallest  size  to  regale  our¬ 
selves — us  or  our  little  ones.” 

But  Mrs.  Snaggs  replied — “  Not  so.  Bethink  you,  I  pray  ye,  of 
the  Fairy  Black-a-Dolla,  who  turneth  things  of  small  account  into 
good  money  of  the  realm.  Have  I  not  old  iron,  and  rags,  and 
dripping  in  plenty  in  the  house;  and  will  not  the  good  Fairy 
transform  them  into  what  shall  buy  not  only  plum-pudding,  but,  it 
may  well  be,  roast  beef  also?” 

And  all  the  little  children  of  the  Snaggses  rose  joyfully  in  their 
cribs  as  Mrs.  Snaggs  finished,  and  exclaimed  with  one  voice — 
“Father,  mother  has  well  spoken.” 

So  Snaggs  took  courage,  and  gathered  together  from  all  parts 
the  old  iron,  and  the  rags  and  the  dripping,  and  making  them  up 
into  a  bundle,  went  manfully  forth  to  the  shrine  of  the  good  Fairy 
Black-a-Dolla. 

And  as  he  went — even  as  he  loitered  at  the  shrine  of  the  Fairy — 
he  saw  an  encouraging  token.  For  a  cunning  workman  had  painted 
a  wondrous  picture  and  hung  it  upon  the  Fairy’s  home.  Snaggs 
gazed  at  the  picture  in  admiration,  for  he  observed  limmed  with 
marvellous  skill  two  figures  of  blacks — Ethiopians,  indeed,  they 
seemed — one  a  man  in  tattered  garments,  and  the  other  a  woman 
in  a  yellow  petticoat.  And  the  woman  appeared  to  say  to  the  man 
— “But,  Jim,  why  is  it  dat  all  de  people  come  to  massa’s  shop?” 

To  which  interrogatory  the  man  appeared  to  reply — “  Bekase, 
Dinah,  massa  gib  de  best  price  for  bone,  old  rag,  glass,  and  drip¬ 
ping.” 
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So  Snaggs  went  in  joyfully,  and  full  of  hope.  And  the  Fairy 
was  propitious;  and,  smiling  upon  Snaggs,  with  one  touch  of  her 
magic  wand,  she  transformed  the  bones  and  the  rags,  and  the  old 
iron  and  the  dripping  into  sixpenny  pieces,  and  fourpenny  pieces, 
and  penny  pieces,  and  halfpenny  pieces. 

So  Snaggs  went  home  rejoicing,  and  when  Christmas  Day  came, 
roast  beef  and  plum-pudding  came  too,  and  the  family  ate  and 
drank  and  were  merry,  and  sung  joyful  hymns  to  the  good  Fairy 
Black-a-Dolla. 


PUBLICATIONS  OF  THE  MONTH. 

Mr.  Howitt’s  work  is  about  to  find  a  companion  in  “  The  Taps 
and  Tipples  cf  the  British  Poets.  ”  Of  its  truth  report  speaks 
highly. 

The  popular  Christmas  offering  of  Mr.  Dickens,  “  The  Battle  of 
Life,"  has  been  taken  advantage  of  by  some  unknown  literary 
plagiarist,  who  is  about  to  derive  some  borrowed  notions  from  it  in 
a  forthcoming  tale*  “  7  he  MiU  for  the  Championship.”  We  have 
tampered  with  the  printer,  and  from  the  proof  sheets  we  select  this 
extract: — 

“Once  upon  a  time — Bell’s  Life  knows  when;  and  in  pugilistic 
England — the  beaks  know  where,  a  prize-battle  was  fought.  It 
was  fought  upon  a  hot  summer’s  day,  when  the  turnpike-roads 
were  du3ty.  Many  a  titled  cart,  formed  by  the  maker  to  be  a  use¬ 
ful  carriage  for  a  few,  felt  its  second-hand  wheels  give  way  from 
age  that  day,  and,  breaking,  smashed.  Many  a  beer-shop  deriving 
its  limited  income  from  railway  navvies  and  hinds,  was  drained 
adry  that  day  by  fighting  men,  and  scared  its  frightened  owner 
with  unaccustomed  drought.  The  painted  flies  took  people  to  the 
field  upon  the  edges  of  their  shafts.  The  steam  ran  express.  The 
railway  stations  became  choked  up,  whence,  by  sullen  guards 
collecting  in  the  tickets  of  first  and  second-classes,  the  prevailing 
mob  still  jostled  and  sweltered  in  the  sun.” 
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A  COPY  OF  VERSES, 

Found  among  the  Papers  of  Mr.  Catnach,  the  spirted  Publisher  o  f  Se¬ 
ven  Dials;  originally  intended  to  have  been  “printed  and  published 
at  the  Toy  and  Marble  Warehouse,  Great  Saint  Atidrew -street 

DEDICATED  TO  THE  LITERARY  ORFILA,  THE  AUTHOR  OF 

“  LUCRETIA.” 

I. 

Tlie  He -o  claims  the  attention  of  virtuous  persons,  and  leads  them  to 
anticipate  a  painful  disclosure , 


Draw  hither  now  good  people  all, 

And  let  my  story  warn ; 

For  I  will  tell  to  you  a  tale. 

What  will  rend  them  breasts  of  yourn. 


II. 

He  names  the  place  and  hour  of  the  disgraceful  penalty  he  is  about  to 

undergo. 


I  am  condemn’d  all  for  to  die 
A  death  of  scorn  and  honor  ; 

In  front  of  Horsemonger-lane  Gaol, 
At  eight  o’clock  to-morrer. 
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HL 

He  hints  at  his  atrocity  ;  and  the  ebullition  produced  by  the  mere  recol¬ 
lection  of  it. 


The  crime  of  which  I  was  found  guilty, 

Oh  !  it  was  shocking  vile; 

The  very  thoughts  of  the  cruel  deed 
Now  makes  my  blood  to  bile. 

IY. 

He  speaks  of  the  happy  hours  of  childhood ,  never  more  to  return. 


In  Somersetshire  I  was  born’d 
And  little  my  parents  dear 
Did  think  then  that  my  latter  end 
Would  be  like  unto  this  here. 

Y. 

The  revelation  of  his  name  and  profession  ;  and  subsequent  avowal  of 

his  yuilt. 


James  Guffiu  is  my  hated  name, 
And  a  footman  I’m  by  trade; 
And  I  do  confess  that  I  did  slay 
My  poor  fellow-servant  maid. 
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vi. 

He  acknowledges  the  justice  of  his  sentence. 


And  well  I  do  deserve  I  own 
My  fate  which  is  so  hitter  : 

For  ’twas  most  wicked  for  to  kill 
So  innocint  a  crittur. 

VIL 

And  pictures  what  might  have  taken  place  but  for  the  interference  of 

Destiny. 


Her  maiden  name  was  Sarey  Leigh, 

And  was  to  have  been  Guffin  ; 

For  we  was  to  have  been  marri-ed, 

But  Fate  brought  that  to  nuffin. 

VIII. 

He  is  particular  as  to  the  date  of  the  occurrence. 


All  on  a  Wednesday  afternoon, 
On  the  ninth  of  Janivary, 
Eighteen  hundred  and  forty-four, 
Oh !  I  did  kill  my  Sarey. 
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IX. 

And  narrates  the  means  employed,  and  the  circumstances  which  led  him 

to  destroy  his  betrothed. 


With  arsenic  her  I  did  destroy, 

How  could  I  be  so  vicious  ! 

But  of  my  young  master  I  was  jealous, 
And  so  wasjmy  old  Missus. 


X 

He  is  led  away  by  bad  passions. 


I  thought  Sarey  Leigh  warn’t  true  tome, 
So  all  pity  then  despising, 

Sure  I  was  tempted  by  the  devil 
To  give  to  her  same  p’isin. 


XI. 

His  bosom  is  lorn  by  conflicting  resolutions  ;  but  he  is  at  last  decided 


Long — long  I  brooded  on  the  deed 
’Till  one  morning  of  a  sudden, 

I  did  determine  for  to  put 
It  in  a  beef-steak  puddin. 


b*  2 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


XII. 

The  victim  falls  into  the  snare. 


Of  the  fatal  pudding  she  did  partake, 
Most  fearful  tor  to  see, 

And  an  hour  arter  was  to  it  a  martyr, 
Launch’d  into  eternity. 

XIII 

He  feels  that  his  perception  comes  too  late . 


Ah!  had  I  then  but  viewed  things  in 
The  light  that  I  now  does  ’em, 

I  never  should  have  know’d  the  grief 
As  burns  in  this  here  buzum. 

XIY. 

lie  commits  his  secret  to  the  earth. 


So  when  I  seed  what  I  had  done, 

In  hopes  of  justice  retarding, 

I  took  and  buried  poor  Sarey  Leigh 
Oat  in  the  kitching  garding. 
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XV. 

But  the  earth  refuses  to  keep  it. 


But  it  did  haunt  me,  so  I  felt 
As  of  a  load  deliver’d, 

When  three  weeks  after  the  fatal  deed. 
The  body  was  diskiver’d. 

XVI. 

Remorse  and  self  examination. 


<  )h  !  why  did  I  form  of  Sarey  Leigh 
Such  cruel  unjust  opinions, 

When  my  young  master  did  her  find 
Beneath  the  bed  of  inions. 


XVH. 

His  countrymen  form  a  just  estimate  of  his  delinquency y. 


Afore  twelve  Jurymen  I  was  tried, 
And  condemned  the  perpetrator 
Of  this  here  awful  Tragedy, 

As  shocks  one’s  human  natur. 
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XVIII. 

He  conjures  up  a  painful  image. 


But  the  bell  is  tolling  for  my  end  ; 

How  shocking  for  to  see 
A  footman  gay,  in  the  prime  of  life, 
Die  on  the  fatal  tree. 

XIX. 

His  last  ivords  convey  a  moral  lesson. 


Take  warning,  then,  all  you  as  would 
Not  die  like  malefactors  ; 

Never  the  company  for  to  keep 
Of  them  with  bad  characters. 
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NEW  BOOKS. 


lcretia  ;  OR,  THE  Children  of  Night.  By  the  Author  of 
“  Rienzi.  ”  3  vols.  Colburn. 


RETTY  nearly  four  years  ago,  Sir  Lytton 
Bulwer  “  promised  faithfully”  (as,  with  a 
pleasing  inaccuracy,  young  ladies  express  it) 
that  he  would  never  tell  any  more  stories. 
But  by  the  promise  of  Sir  Lytton  Bulwer, 
Sir  Bulwer  Lytton  is,  of  course,  not  bound. 
And  this  excuse  for  breaking  his  word  we 
consider  a  far  better  one  than  that  offered  in 
the  preface  to  “  Lucretia,”  namely,  that  he 
was  obliged  to  write  the  novel,  because  he 
had  tried  to  write  a  play  upon  the  same  sub¬ 


ject,  and  couldn’t. 

We  had  thought  of  giving  an  outline  of  the  story,  but  we  aban¬ 
doned  our  design  for  two  reasons.  Eirst,  because  its  execution  is 
impossible ;  and  secondly — if  the  first  reason  suffice  not — because 
outlines  are  useless  to  people  who  do  not  read  novels,  and  annoying 
to  people  who  do.  But  as  we  have  known  these  allegations  made 
by  idle  and  unworthy  reviewers,  who  thereby  endeavour  to  con¬ 
ceal  the  fact  that  they  have  not  perused  the  work  they  laud  or 
vituperate,  we  think  it  right  to  prove  that  we  have  read  “Lucre¬ 
tia,”  by  adapting  to  its  requirements  the  celebrated  dispatch  which 
recorded  one  of  the  most  brilliant  achievements  of  the  British 
Aquatic  Lion — “  I  have  destroyed  the  French  and  Spanish  fleet. 
Killed  and  wounded  as  per  margin.” 
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MURDERS  IN  “  LUCRETIA.” 


Killed. 

Killer. 

Means. 

Number. 

Mademoiselle  Clara  Yarnev 

Dalibard  (her 

Guillotine 

1 

(a  clanseuse) 

An  Anonymous  Marquis 

husband ) 
Dalibard 

Guillotine 

1 

( her  lover) 

Sir  Miles  St.  John  ( Lucre - 

Lucretia 

A  Letter 

1 

tia's  uncle ) 

Monsieur  Jean  Bellanger  (a 
gentleman  in  Dalibard! s  way) 

Dalibard 

Poison 

1 

Cadoudal  ( a  Revolutionist , 

Dalibard 

Guillotine 

1 

in  ditto) 

Dalibard  (  Lucretia! 's  hus •• 

Lucretia 

Stabbing  and 

1 

band) 

Bradden  ( Lucretia'1  s  other 
husband) 

Miss  Helen  Mainwaring  (an 

Lucretia 

slashing 

Poison 

1  . 

Lucretia 

Poison 

1 

heiress) 

Beck  (a  respectable  street- 

Lucretia  (his 

Poison 

1 

sweeper) 

mamma) 

Total 

•  •  •  •  «  • 

.  9 

CASUALTIES. 

Lucretia:  Half  poisoned  by  Dalibard,  and  driven  raving  mad. 

Gabriel  Varney:  Transported,  and  roasted  by  the  savages. 

With  the  aid  of  the  above  charming  schedule  we  vindicate  our 
ora  character,  and  save  ourselves,  and  you,  our  dear  reader,  much 
trouble.  And  more,  we  give  a  better  idea  of  the  book  than  we 
could  do  by  the  most  elaborate  analysis,  ever  so  full  of  parenthesis. 
Nine  murders  iu  three  volumes  !  One  would  not  be  irreverent ; 
but  have  you  ever  seen  one  of  the  tragedies  at  Richardson’s  theatre, 
Greenwich?  Or,  to  be  more  mpressive,  do  you  remember  a 
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ghastly  vignette  designed  by  Kenny  Meadows  as  an  illustration 
to  “  Macbeth,”  with  all  the  letters  in  the  name  dripping  and  melting 
away  with  blood  ? 

Sir  Bulwer  seems  to  have  had  an  idea  that  he  really  “  was  piling 
up  the  agony  uncommon,”  as  the  Yankee  said  of  Mr.  Macready. 
And  he  thinks  it,  therefore,  as  well  to  state  that  the  crimes  he  nar¬ 
rates  were  all  actually  committed,  but  that  they  were  divided  be¬ 
tween  certain  criminals  whom  he,  for  the  purpose  of  fiction,  has 
brought  together,  and  made  to  work  in  concert.  The  plea  is  in¬ 
genious;  and  we  intend  to  avail  ourselves  of  the  hint  and  the  pre¬ 
cedent,  and  forthwith  to  construct  a  most  terrific  Shaksperian  melo¬ 
drama,  in  thirteen  acts,  in  which  we  shall  introduce  Iago,  Iachimo, 
Edmund,  Hamlet,  Goneril,  Regan,  the  Witches  and  Company, 
conspiring  in  partnership  against  the  peace  of  mind  of  Desdemona, 
Imogen,  Cordelia,  Ophelia,  and  Mrs.  Captain  Macduff.  And  we 
shall  feel  particularly  hurt  if  any  of  the  daily  critics  are  insolent 
e  nough  to  say  that  the  contest  reminds  them  of  Poor  Mr.  Yates’s 
finale  to  the  “  Black  Hand,”  where  nine  angels,  armed  with  crooked 
wooden  swords,  severely  beat  nine  devils  armed  with  blown  blad¬ 
ders  on  the  end  of  sticks. 

“But” — “but” — Speak,  dear  reader,  speak  ;  you  have  our  per¬ 
mission.  We  see.  You  are  anxious  to  say  that  Sir  Bulwer  Lytton 
has  precedent  for  a  poison  book — that  you  are  a  reader  of  histori¬ 
cal  romances;  and  that  Lucrezia Borgia  was  a  poisoner;  and  Marie 
de  Brinvilliers  was  a  poisoner;  and  that  the  Countess  of  Essex — 
there,  that  will  do.  But,  mark  !  As  you  justly  observe,  these  people 
were  poisoners,  and  are  historical  characters,  whose  actions  form  a 
part  of  the  biography  of  the  age,  and  the  narrative  of  whose 
crimes  illustrate  certain  phases  of  society.  But  is  there  no  differ¬ 
ence,  kind  but  not  keen  reader,  between  filling  up  the  chasms  of 
history,  and  so  making  clearer  and  easier  the  path  of  the  historical 
student — no  difference  between  rendering  this  real  service  to  lite¬ 
rature,  and  inventing  new  combinations  and  complications  of  guilt, 
avowedly  in  departure  from  fact  and  truth,  and  applying  this  ma- 
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chinery  to  the  aims  and  wants  of  every* day  life,  nay,  bringing  it 
into  the  parlour  and  the  kitchen,  suggesting  lessons  of  mischief  and 
advantages  to  be  gained  thereby,  to  minds  most  “  impression- 
ble,”  and  the  least  capable  of  resisting  temptation?  Come,  dear 
reader — then — you  need  not  be  ashamed  of  the  argument  you  now 
despise — it  has  been  printed  already  by  worthy  critics  who  pin  their 
faith  upon  a  name.  Power  is  sometimes  ill-guided  by  judgment — 
the  horse  may  be  in  fall  vigour  when  the  jockey  is  not;  as  was  in¬ 
stanced  to  yourself,  when  you  lost  your  money  and  your  temper, 
and  returned  most  desperately  sulky  from  the  last  Derby. 

We  have  said  our  say  against  the  book — we  think  it  mischievous. 
It  is  much  more  agreeable  to  bear  testimony  to  its  beauties.  There 
are  passages  which,  even  as  mere  writing,  are  finer  than  anything 
Sir  Bulwer  has  previously  produced.  There  are  sketches  of  won¬ 
derful  closeness,  and  yet  of  breadth  and  force;  in  particular,  the 
descriptions  of  the  horrible  den  of  the  grave  robber,  and  the  jovial 
home  of  the  burglar,  are  admirable.  Although  the  volumes  are 
crowded  with  characters,  and  hurry  from  date  to  date,  the  artist’s 
power  and  skill  are  shown  in  the  individuality  which  he  creates  for 
each  personage  introduced ;  and  his  truthful  copies  of  social  and 
ordinary  conversation  are  ably  contrasted  with  those  bursts  of  elo¬ 
quence,  sparkling  with  aphorism  and  epigram,  in  which  the  author 
is  unrivalled.  We  have  supped  full  of  horrors,  and  we  strongly 
protest  against  the  material  of  the  supper;  but,  as  matter  of  art,  not 
even  the  accomplished  Soyer  himself  could  find  fault  with  the 
cookery. 


THE  VERY  WORST  RIDDLE  EVER  MADE. 

Why  was  Queen  Elizabeth  a  greater  person  than  Shakspeare? 
Because  Shakspeare  was  a  wonder  ( one  der ),  but  Queen  Elizabeth 
wat  a  Tudor  (two  der). 

N.B.  You  are  humbly  requested  to  suppress  your  indignation. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 

To  E.  L.  B.  L.  B.  L.  B.  L. — Edward  !  Return  to  your  former 
style,  and  everything  shall  be  forgiven.  Reflect  ere  you  do  any¬ 
thing  else.  The  happiness  of  Saunders  and  Otley  depend  upon 
your  literary  existence.  Lucretia  will  be  your  ruin  :  be  warned 
before  it  is  too  late. 


People  with  a  Little  Spare  Time  on  their  Hands  are 
requested  to  hunt  about  amongst  the  book-stalls,  and  see  if  they 
can  find  anv  end  of  a  romance  called  The  Revelations  oe  Lon- 

V 

don.  In  the  event  of  their  not  succeeding,  the  publishers  of  the 
German  tale,  “A  Story  Without  an  End,”  intend  to  bring  an 
action  for  ingringement  of  copyright. 


Child  Lost. — Missing,  since  last  spring,  Mrs.  Bib’s  Baby. 
The  child  was  last  seen  near  the  Punch  office,  and  then  suddenly 
disappeared.  It  was  but  a  few  weeks  old.  Any.tidings  of  it  will 
be  thankfully  received  by  its  afflicted  parent. 


Miss  Robinson  Crusoe. — Information  of  this  young  lady  is 
earnestly  requested.  It  is  feared  that  she  perished  from  neglect — 
Address,  D.  J.,  85,  Fleet  Street. 


Outlawed  Subjects. — Proclamations  of  outlawry  were  issued 
against  the  following  subjects,  at  onr  last  Court  of  Contributors  : — 
The  Wellington  Statue  ;  the  Exeter  Arcade  ;  Trafalgar  Square  ; 
and  Hungerford  Bridge  ;  the  Fat  Cattle  Shows  ;  High  Art  ;  the 
Wrongs  of  the  People  ;  Lord  Brougham  ;  the  Eastern  Counties 
Railway  ;  and  the  Montpensier  Marriage  ;  all  at  the  suit  of  the 
public. 
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THE  PANTOMIMES. 

The  reign,  of  Pantomime  is  evidently  at  an  end.  For  the  last, 
year  or  two  people  have  thought  so,  but  were  afraid  to  express 
their  opinions  ;  the  question  is,  however,  now  pat  beyond  a  doubt. 
On  boxing-night,  with  very  few  exceptions,  the  last  scene  of  the 
entertainments  might  have  been  apt  y  called  “The  Plalls  of 
Ennui,  in  the  Dominions  of  Dreariness,”  so  wearried  did  the 
audience  look  as  they  left  the  different  theatres.  From  this  con¬ 
demnation  we  must  except  Mr.  Planche’s  sparkling  burlesque, 
“The  Invisible  Prince,”  at  the  Haymarket,  which  will  certainly 
outlive  all  the  others.  It  is  as  good  as  his  “  Fortunio  the  high 
est  praise  we  can  award. 

Of  the  Pantomimes,  the  popular  opinion  is  in  favour  of  those 
at  the  Princess’  and  Sadler’s  Wells  Theatres.  It  is  much  to  be 
regretted  that  the  Lyceum  departed  from  its  usual  bill  of  fare  ; 
and,  also,  that  the  Adelphi  gave  no  Christmas  piece  at  all. 

The  late  period  of  the  month  at  which  they  were  produced  com¬ 
pels  us  to  be  thus  brief  in  our  remarks.  We  shall  in  our  next  draw 
a  comparison  between  them  all,  and  show  to  what  practical  common¬ 
place  causes  their  “  slowness”  may  be  attributed. 


ANTICIPATED  GUY  FAWKESISM. 

We  beg  to  put  the  Imperial  Legislature  upon  its  guard.  We 
are  no  alarmists  ;  but  should  there  still  exist  some  descendant  of 
the  renowned  Guy,  it  is  awful  to  comtemplate  what  he  might  effect 
through  the  agency  of  gun  cotton.  Our  artist  has  given  a  faithful 
representation  of  the  probable  results  which  might  he  expected 
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from  some  miscreant’s  stuffing  the  Woolsack  with  the  explosive 
material  now  so  much  in  vogue. 
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THE  THEATRES. 


«  THE  BATTLE  OF  LIFE,”  AT  THE  LYCEUM. 

The  Lvceun  opened  its  winter  campaign  on  Monday,  the  21# 
lilt.,  with  a  stage  version  of  Mr.  Charles  Dickens’s  Christmas  Book, 
“The  Battle  of  Life.”  As  one  of  the  editors  of  this  little  brochure 
was  the  dramatist  on  the  occasion,  the  criticism,  it  is  hoped,  may  be 
regarded  as  a  truthful  one  ;  and  also  as  an  earnest  of  the  spirit  of 
those  which  are  to  follow* 

The  piece  owed  its  success  entirely  to  two  sources — ike  prestige 
attached  to  the  name  of  Mr.  Dickens,  and  the  unequalled  acting 
of  Mrs.  Keeley.  Where  it  failed,  and  how  it  was  within  a 
hair’s-breadth  of  condemnation,  we  will  now  try  to  show.  In 
the  first  place,  it  was  utterly  impossible,  in  a  dramatic  point  of 
view,  to  create  the  slightest  interest  in  the  feelings  of  the 
audience  for  the  sisters  Marion  and  Grace.  Miss  Daly  did  her 
best,  and  Miss  May  tried  to  do  it,  to  make  the  part  effective  ; 
but,  with  the  most  wonderful  acting  that  our  present  stage 
could  offer,  no  ordinary  person,  who  paid  his  money  simply  to 
be  amused,  and  to  have  his  mere  superficial  feelings  excited — 
which  is  not  an  idiosyncrasy  of  playgoers  altogether  to  be  over¬ 
looked — could  be  made  to  care  a  mental  twopence,  at  the  end 
of  the  second  act,  what  became  of  either  of  the  young  ladies  ; 
and,  as  the  drama  was  in  three  acts,  this  was  essentially  fatal  to  its 
great  success. 

Again,  it  was  a  delicate  business  to  interfere  with  the  text  of  an 
author,  when  the  right  of  dramatising  his  work  was  obtained  by  a 
private  arrangement.  Otherwise,  the  interest  of  the  play  might 
possibly  have  been  increased  by  letting  the  audience  a  little  more 
into  the  secret  of  Marion's  determination — by  cutting  away  a  good 
half  of  the  sentimental  dialogue,  and  substituting  in  its  place  such 
commonplace  talk  as  might  explain  more  clearly  the  motives 
leading  to  her  supposed  elopement. 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


31 


A  story  of  a  limited  number  of  scenes,  like  those  which  form  the 
Christmas  books  of  Mr.  Dickens,  does  not  afford  those  chances  of 
being  turned  into  an  effective  drama  which  a  regular  novel  presents. 
The  exigencies  of  the  stage  are  satisfied  with  difficulty.  It  will 
happen  that  dresses  have  to  be  changed,  and,  perhaps,  troublesome 
“  sets”  arranged,  one  immediately  upon  the  other.  A  scene  must 
then  be,  of  necessity,  interposed.  This  occurred  in  the  drama  in 
question,  between  the  stolen  interview  and  the  ball.  It  was  abso¬ 
lutely  necessary  to  give  time  to  the  carpenters  and  dressers,  and 
there  was  little  material  in  the  book  to  found  this  on.  A  squabble 
between  the  lawyers  and  their  wives  was  all  that  presented  itself ; 
and  their  sentiments  were  gleaned,  as  carefully  as  possible,  from  the 
descriptive  text  of  the  story.  It  was  a  “  slow’"  scene,  we  admit, 
and,  perhaps,  for  this  the  dramatist  was  solely  in  fault ;  but  it  was 
all  that  could  be  done,  with  a  wish  to  keep  to  the  original  author. 

It  should  also  be  recolleceed  that  much  of  Mr.  D.ekens’s  popu¬ 
larity  has  arisen  from  the  charming  truth  of  his  very  graphic  de¬ 
scriptions.  These,  as  pictures,  are  utterly  useless  on  the  stage  ; 
elsewise,  his  beautiful  opening  of  the  battle-field,  and  his  humorous 
sketch  of  the  office  of  Snitchey  and  Craggs,  would  gladly  have 
been  laid  hold  of. 

Mr.  Albert  Smith  appeared  before  the  curtain  at  the  end  of  the 
play,  in  answer  to  the  call,  but  rather  to  comply  with  the  wish  of  the 
fair  manageress,  and  to  acknowledge  the  compliment  from  an 
audience  to  whose  verdict  he  had  some  half-dozen  times  submitted 
his  share  in  as  many  productions,  than  from  the  most  remote  wish  to 
arrogate  to  himself  any  share,  beyond  that  of  the  mere  scissors-  and- 
paste  playwright,  in  whatever  success  “  The  Battle  of  Life” 
achived  as  a  drama. 

On  the  -whole,  it  was  well  played.  Mrs.  Keeley  was  beyond  her¬ 
self  in  Clemency  Newcombe ;  Mr.  Keeley  careful  and  quaint,  as 
Britain  ;  Mr.  F.  Mathews  hearty  and  good-humoured,  as  Dr. 
Jeddler;  Mr.  Meadows  dry  and  worldly,  as  Mr.  Snichey ;  and  Mr. 
Leigh  Murray  gentlemanly  and  effective,  as  Alfred. 
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THE  LAY  OF  LUMLEY. 

TO  A  COMMON  TUNE. 

Air. — “  Lucy  Neal.” 

Hived,  in  the  Haymarket 
Where  the  opera  singers  squeal  ; 

And  used  to  know  a  music-firm, 

Whose  second  name  was  Beale. 

We  used  to  run  together 
As  I  found  for  mutual  weal ; 

And  then  it  was  I  came  to  like 
The  plans  of  Thomas  Beale. 

Oh  !  you  Thomas  Beale, 

Oh  !  you  Thomas  Beale. 

When  you’ve  got  the  season  o’er, 
How  happy  you  will  feel. 

One  season  Beale  some  concerts  gave, 
And  I  allowed  his  zeal. 

There  was  no  music-firm  in  town 
Could  get  up  one  like  Beale. 

But  he  contrived  to  sell  me, 

And  all  my  corps  did  steal ; 

Which  caused  a  separation 
’Twixt  myself  and  Mr.  Beale. 

Oh  !  poor  Toomas  Beale,  &c. 

Then  Grisi  she  behaved  so  ill. 

How  bad  it  makes  me  feel  ! 
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She  said  that  she  would  give  me  up, 
And  go  to  Mr.  Beale. 

One  morn  I  got  a  letter, 

And  seal’d  with  Giulia’s  seal  ! 

It  was  th’  annoucement  of  the  fact 
She’d  signed  with  Mr.  Beale  ! 

Oh  !  you  Thomas  Beale,  &c. 

They  speak  of  other  singers, 

But  the  wound  they  cannot  heal, 
For  my  troupe ,  my  troupe  is  broken, 
And  its  all  along  of  Beale. 
Though  Balfe  I  find  is  prying 
All  abroad  with  earnest  zeal, 

I  know  there’s  none  worth  trying, 
All  are  book’d  by  Thomas  Beale  ! 
Oh  !  you  Thomas  Beale, 

Oh  !  you  Thomas  Beale, 

If  I  had  you  far  away. 

How  happy  I  should  feel. 


Curious  H  allucin  ati  on. — An  unfortunate  gentleman  in  the 
City,  says  that  he  understands  the  present  condition  of  Portuguese 
Politics. — lie  is  now  in  a  private  Asylum  at  Hackney  ;  but  little 
hope  is  entertained  of  his  recovery. 


We  are  delighted  to  hear  that  Exeter  Hall  is  to  be  turned  into  a 
Casino  and  Grand  Cancanarie — a  la  Chateaux  Rouge — with 
comfortable  accommodation  far  smoking  and  billiards.  All  luck  to 
the  spirited  proprietors. 


Louis  Philippe  is  shouting  lustily,  “  II  riy'a  plus  de  Pyrenees .” 
How  much  better  would  it  be  for  the  old  man  to  assert — he  can 
hardly  yet  do  so  in  France — II  n’y’a  plus  de  Tyrannies. 

No.  I. 
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THE  RIGHTS  OF  MAN. 

SCENE — THE  GATE  OE  ST.  JAMES’S  PARK. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Park  Keener.  —  Little  Boy  with  Bundle. 

Park  Keeper.  Now,  then,  you  can’t  come  in  here — boy. 

Little  Boy.  Can’t  come  in — old  green  and  gold.  Yat  do  yer 
mean  ?  A’int  it  us  as  keeps  you  ? 

[ Park  Keeper faints ,  but  is  attended  to  by  Dr.  Macann,  who 
fortunately  happens  to  be  passing  byJ] 
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THE  SPIRIT  OF  ETHIOPIAN  POETRY. 


OST  frequently,  when  a  new  genus  of 
art  or  literature  introduces  itself  into  a 
country  already  civilised,  and,  as  it  were 
gives  a  new  tone  to  the  civilisation 
which  it  finds,  it  presents  itself  to  the  in¬ 
vestigating  mind  as  a  subject  worthy  of 
analysis.  Ethiopian  Poetry  is  exactly 
in  this  predicament,  and  “  Old  Dan 
Tucker”  is  a  good  specimen  of  Ethiopian  Poetry.  Therefore  do 
we  analyse  “  Old  Dan  Tucker,”  inquiring  into  the  principles  ac¬ 
cording  to  which  that  concise  Epic  is  constructed,  and  using  the 
version  published  by  “John  Mitchell,  Publisher  to  her  Majesty, 
33,  Old  Bond-street.”* 

Verse  I. 

I  cum  to  town  de  Oder  night, 

I  heard  a  noise,  I  saw  a  sight — 

De  white  folks  ’sembled  all  around, 

Kase  Dan  Tucker ’d  cum  to  town : 

Git  out  ob  de  way,  Old  Dan  Tucker, 

You’re  too  late  to  come  to  supper. 

This  opening  stanza,  under  the  semblance  of  conveying  an  unim¬ 
portant  fact,  sets  forth  a  deep  feeling — the  hatred  of  the  lyrical  poet 

*  We  intend  this  insertion  of  the  address  as  a  puff,  and  expect  our 
private  box. 
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against-  the  white  men  of  America,  whom  he  wishes  to  represent  in 
the  most  odious  light.  Mark!  Dan  Tucker  was  a  Negro;  and 
when  he  came  to  the  chief  city  of  one  of  the  States  a  crowd  of 
the  white  inhabitants  assembled — and  for  what  purpose  ?  To  receive 
with  a  burst  of  hospitality  this  distinguished  representative  of  the 
Negro  race  ?  No.  Shall  we  even  hope  that  it  was  mere  idle  curi¬ 
osity  that  drew  together  the  vast  multitude?  We  may  not.  These 
atrocious  whites  lefc  their  usual  vocations ;  the  “  early-to-bed” 
people  rose  from  their  couches  (for  it  was  night,  observe)  for  the 
purpose  of  offering  a  deliberate  insult  to  the  venerable  Daniel — for 
the  purpose  of  telling  him  to  “  get  out  of  the  way.”  So  reckless 
was  the  cruelty,  that  it  did  not  shrink  from  being  grossly  absurd. 
We  can  understand  a  large  crowd  blocking  up  the  path,  and  being 
told  by  an  individual,  whose  course  it  impedes,  to  “move  on;” 
but,  that  the  crowd  should  tell  the  individual  to  “move  on,”  implies 
a  force  of  collective  impudence  that  borders  on  the  miraculous. 
A  further  taunt,  if  possible  more  bitter,  was  also  intended.  We 
shall  presently  show  that  circumstances  had  made  Dan  Tucker  ad¬ 
dicted  to  gastronomic  delights.  His  journey  had  been  impeded,  it 
does  not  appear  by  his  own  fault.  A  steamer  might  have  “  burst 
up,”  a  railway  train  run  slick  off  the  line,  or  a  car  stuck  in  a  swamp. 
But  the  fact  of  his  arriving  after  there  was  any  chance  of  refresh¬ 
ment  anywhere,  was  savagely  taken  advantage  of  by  his  enemies. 
They  assembled  about  him  to  “  chaff”  him,  in  the  vulgar  language 
of  the  Old  World,  with  being  “too  late  for  supper.”  Let  us  lay 
our  hands  on  our  hearts,  and  thank  our  stars  that  we  are  not  as 
the  White  Yankees  of  the  town  to  which  Dan  Tucker  came. 

Verse  II. 

Old  Tucker  didn’t  come  from  Guinea, 

But  he  lib’d  in  Old  Virginny; 

He  used  to  eat  up  so  much  fat, 

His  head  got  so  big  he  could  not  wear  a  hat. 

Git  ou  ob  de  way,  See. 
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To  the  superficial  reader  the  first  line  will  seem  superfluous. 
If  we  wish  to  say  that  a  man  is  born  in  London,  we  do  not  begin 
by  saying  he  was  not  born  in  Newcastle,  nor  in  York,  nor  in  Kid¬ 
derminster,  and  then  wind  up  by  adding — “  but  in  Lon¬ 
don,”  conceiving  the  first  part  of  the  statement  wholly  un¬ 
necessary.  But  the  Ethiopian  lyrist  had  a  deep  purpose  in 
his  first  line.  He  intended  to  call  the  attention  of  the  American 
black  to  the  true  nature  of  his  position.  Being  a  negro,  Old 
Dan  Tucker  ought  to  have  been  born  on  the  Western  Coast 
of  Africa,  the  land  of  his  fathers;  but,  instead  of  that,  he 
lived  in  Virginia  ?  And  why  ?  Because  those  fathers  were 
torn  from  their  native  soil,  by  the  traffickers  in  human  flesh.  By 
the  word  “  Guinea,”  the  poet  recalls  to  the  minds  of  his  fellow 
blacks  all  the  horrors  of  the  slave-trade.  We  now  see  the  connec¬ 
tion  of  the  last  two  lines  of  the  stanza  with  the  preceding  portion. 
Daniel  Tucker  was,  no  doubt,  a  man  of  superior  mind,  and  the 
sense  of  his  false  position  weighed  heavily  upon  his  soul.  To  es¬ 
cape  painful  reflection,  he  plunged  into  the  pleasures  of  the  table 
to  an  extent  which  produced  the  most  alarming  physical  results. 
The  burden,  in  this  particular  verse,  we  conceive  to  be  spoken  by 
Dan  himself.  Abandoned  as  he  is  to  sensual  delights,  he  cannot 
entirely  obliterate  the  remembrance  of  his  wrongs.  Feeling  that 
he  is  a  homeless  object  of  scorn,  he  murmurs  to  himself,  in  the 
midst  of  his  rich  repast,  the  contumelious  words  wherewith  the 
oppressive  whites  of  the  city  to  which  he  came  received  him — “  Git 
out  ob  de  way!”  Can  the  state  of  despair  be  more  finely  ex¬ 
pressed  ? 


Verse  III. 

Old  Dan  Tucker  wanted  to  marry, 
Dar  was  no  gal  would  for  him  tarry; 
He  went  a  courting  ebery  day, 

But  de  gals  dey  all  said — 

Git  out  ob  de  way,  &c. 
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Verse  TV. 

Old  Dan  Tucker  lie  got  mad 
Bekase  dey  treated  him  so  bad ; 

And  in  a  fit  of  jealousy, 

He  put  some  pizin  in  his  Shooshong  tea. 

Git  out  ob  de  way,  &c. 

At  first,  the  third  stanza  appeared  to  us  so  very  inferior  to  the 
preceding  verses,  that  we  were  disposed  to  think  that  either  the  Ethio¬ 
pian  Homer  was  nodding,  or  that  some  profane  interpolater  had 
twisted  his  miserable-  rubbish  into  the  original  text.  The  statement 
that  no  girl  would  tarry  for  him,  implies  that  DaA  was  slow  in 
preparing  himself  *,  and  yet  we  are  told  that  hejwent  'courting 
every  day — a  manifest  contradiction  in  terms.  But’  the  Ethiopian 
bard  knew  what  he  was  about.  He  knew  that  if  he  had  attempted 
to  awaken  those  of  his  race  to  a  sense  of  their  wrongs  under  the 
slavery  system  by  an  open  declaration,  his  verses  would  probably 
have  been  suppressed,  in  the  Slave  States  at  least.  Old  Dan  really 
poisoned  himself  from  a  feeling  of  the  injuries  endured  by  himself 
and  his  fellow-blacks.  This  fact  the  poet  has  concealed  by  the  in¬ 
troduction  of  the  love-affair;  but,  by  the  contradiction  in  terms, 
which  we  have  pointed  out,  he  has  made  the  story  so  absurd,  that 
tlie  attentive  hearer  at  once  rejects  it,  and  penetrates  1  o  the  real 
cause.  He  knew  that  the  indolent,  easy  planter  would  swallow  the 
trumpery  tale  about  the  “gals,”  but  that  the  black,  ever  on  the 
watch  for  a  reference  to  his  wrongs,  would  cast ’aside  the  shell,  and 
come  to  the  kernel.  Our  readers  will  recollect  'the  fishing-song 
in  “  Masaniello,”  which  to  the  uninitiated  seems  merely  piscatorial, 
but  is  to  the  initiated  a  signal  for  a  rising. 

We  give  the  fifth  verse  without  a  comment,  as  it  merely  contains 
the  somewhat  trite  reflection — that  death  renders  all  conditions 
level,  and  removes  the  power  of  the  oppressor  over  the  op¬ 
pressed  : — 
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Verse  V. 

I  think  Old  Dan  was  very  unlucky, 
He  died,  ’way  down  in  old  Kentucky; 
Whar  he’s  laid,  dars  none  can  say 
To  poor  old  Dan,  git  out  oh  de  way: 

Git  out  ob  de  way,  &c. 


CAMBRIDGE  PROFESSORS; 

ALIAS 

CAMBRIDGE  POLICEMEN. 

We  have  hitherto  only  known  half  the  merits  of  our  Universities; 
we  have  regarded  them  simply  as  Seats  of  Learning  ;  we  shall  in 
future  try  to  respect  them  as  Stations  of  Police.  The  A  21  of  a 
Peeler  shall  suggest  the  M.D.  of  a  Professor.  We  shall  reverence 
in  a  breath  the  halls  and  the  cells  of  Alma  Mater — its  libraries  and 
its  station-house — its  prize  poems  and  its  charge  sheets.  There  is, 
we  believe,  a  University  Herald  ;  why  shoul  1  not  there  be  a  Uni¬ 
versity  Hue  and  Cry  ?  We  would  add  to  the  list  of  learned  dis¬ 
tinctions  enjoyed  by  the  reverend  preceptors  of  ingenious  youth  at 
Cambridge,  the  proud  appellation  of  “  Thief  Takers.”  It  seems 
that,  after  discharging  their  scholastic  duties  during  the  day,  they 
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go  on  their  beats  at  night.  There  is  a  double  duty — a  double  cha¬ 
racter — a  delightful  blending  of  the  Dogberry  and  the  Domine. 

Not  that  we  would  complain  of  the  Cambridge  educational  and 
constabulary  force  if  its  members  restricted  themselves  to  the  ordi¬ 
nary  duties  of  policemen.  On  the  contrary,  we  should  recommend 
the  good  folks  of  Cambridge  immediately  to  levy  a  police  rate,  and 
out  of  the  proceeds  thereof  to  clothe  all  reverend  proctors  as  be¬ 
seems  the  mingled  nature  of  their  calling.  We  would  suggest  a 
compound  between  the  constable’s  hat  and  the  academic  cap,  which 
might  be  effected  by  inserting  into  the  latter  a  glazed  leather  crown ; 
the  bands  usually  worn  at  the  neck  might  be  transferred  to  the 
wrists;  while  the  oil-skin  cape,  flung  over  the  learned  gown,  would, 
ifin  the  case  of  a  sudden  shower,  be  a  cape  of  good  hope — of  escaping 
a  ducking— to  the  wearer.  So  accoutred,  the  Cambridge  constable 
would  proceed  on  his  rounds ;  it  being,  however,  especially  under¬ 
stood  that  immediate  expulsion  from  the  Force  would  ensue  upon 
any  reverend  proctor,  or  learned  head  of  a  college,  being  detected, 
whilst  on  duty,  in  the  act  of  banqueting  on  cold  legs  of  mutton 
with  Betty  in  the  kitchen. 

We  have  thus  far  spoken  jokingly  on  the  subject.  But  it  has  a 
black,  a  disgraceful  side.  Bad  enough  it  is,  no  doubt,  for  Uni¬ 
versity  authorities  to  lower  themselves  to  the  status  of  beadles  and 
parish  constables;  but  what  shall  be  said  when  we  find  these 
learned  clerks  arresting- — without  the  shadow  of  lawful  pretence — 
an  unfortunate  girl  passing  quietly  along  the  street,  and  confining 
her  in  a  dog-kennel,  from  which  she  issues  with  the  seeds  of  death 
implanted  in  her  system.  A  week  or  two,  and  the  last  act  of  this 
dreary  tragedy  is  finished.  Scene  first  is  a  wanton  arrest — scene 
last,  a  Coroner’s  Inquest.  Without  a  charge  to  bring  against  her, 
a  proctor  dares  to  apprehend  a  fellow-subject ;  without  an  atom  of 
accusation  to  go  upon,  he  consigns  her  to  a  dungeon,  which,  by  all 
accounts,  is  equal  in  horror  to  any  cachot  of  romance.  Brought 
before  the  Vice-Charcellor,  the  unaccused  is  dismissed  “  with  an 
admonition.”  Sent  to  her  poor  home,  she  sickens  and  dies — die  s 
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of  this  dungeon — this  “  Spinning  House.”  And  what  is  the  de¬ 
fence — the  safeguard  of  the  men  who  have  dared  to  commit  these 
outrages  on  humanity?  A  University  Charter — a  musty  parch¬ 
ment — granted  ages  ago,  utterly  at  variance  with  the  spirit  and  the 
institutions  of  our  time;  a  thing  which  would  be  scorned  by  the 
pupil  of  a  Ragged  School,  but  which  it  seems  is  made  the  rule  o  f 
conduct  by  the  Professor  of  a  learned  University. 

Oh  !  the  mockery  of  decent  accommodation  afforded  by  the 
“  Spinning  House  !”  Its  prisoners  could  send  out  for  food,  and  be 
supplied  with  it — at  double  the  ordinary  prices.  The  prison  disci¬ 
pline  of  a  learned  University  brings  us  back  in  a  moment  to  the 
days  of  blood-money  and  Jonathan  Wild.  There  was  a  bed  in  the 
place;  but,  to  counteract  the  enervating  effects  of  this  luxury,  wet 
blankets  were  duly  put  in  requisition.  The  cell  seems  to  have  been 
the  very  palace  of  rheumatism  and  typhus.  Year  after  year  has  it 
been  denounced.  Year  after  year  has  it  been  reported  by  the  offi¬ 
cial  Inspector  of  Prisons  as  a  disgrace  to  a  civilised  country;  but, 
year  after  year  have  the  learned  Pundits  of  Cambridge  deposited 
their  Proctor-hunted  prisoners  in  its  damp  recesses — year  after  year 
has  it  sown  its  crops  of  aches  in  the  bones,  and  fevers  in  the  veins. 

At  length,  it  will  be  no  doubt  swept  away.  The  proud  privilege 
of  imprisoning  women  passing  “  quietly  along  the  streets”  will  be 
arrested  from  Cambridge.  Alma  Mater  will  no  longer  be  allowed 
to  enact  Mother  Brownrigg.  When  Death  moves  a  Reform  Bill, 
the  ghastly  Monarch  has  generally  a  majority. 


There  is  a  Quaker  gentleman  residing  at  Clapham,  who  is  so 
averse  to  capital  punishment,  that  he  cannot  be  persuaded  to  wear 
suspenders  to  his  inexpressibles. 

Loeis  Piiilippe  is  trying  to  convert  the  Mediterranean  into  a 
French  Lake.— He  quite  forgets,  however,  the  element  of  English 
bottom. 
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RAMATIC  COURT 
CIRCULAR. 

The  Court  Circular,  it  will  be  admitted^ 
is  not  one  of  the  most  lively  portions  of 
our  periodical  literature.  There  is 
an  unhappy  monotonous  ness  in  its 
phrases,  and  a  wonderful  want  of  inter¬ 
est  in  the  plot.  Much  probably  might 
be  done  for  it  by  some  Court  News¬ 
man  of  original  and  inventive  genius  ,  but,  until  the  advent 
of  that  coming  man,  we  beg  to  submit,  as  a  specimen  of  what 
might  be  done  for  the  dreary  branch  of  literature  in  question,  a 
drama t:sed  Court  Circular — in  which  the  interest  is  sought  to  be 
heightened  by  theatric  effect,  and  the  dignity  of  the  composition  to 
be  increased  by  imparting  to  it  that  fine  mediaeval  twang  so  much 
in  request  among  the  writers  of  desperately  legitimate  plays  in 
five  acts 

We  have  only  to  add  that  Mr.  Bunn  is  welcome  to  the  subjoined 
drama  ;  and,  should  he  think  proper  to  turn  it  into  the  libretto  of 
a  grand  opera,  we  shall  be  happy  to  intersperse  it  with  the  due 
number  of  songs,  choruses,  &c.,  at  the  cheap  rate  of  five  shillings 
per  stanza. 


THE  COURT  CIRCULAR. 

A  DRAMA  IN  FIVE  ACTS. 

DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

The  Prime  Minister. 

The  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 

The  Master  of  the  Mint. 
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First  Deputy  of  the  Tea  Trade. 
Second  Deputy. 

Third  Deputy. 

The  Queen. 

Prince  Albert. 

First  Lord  in  Waiting. 

Second  Lord  in  Waiting. 

The  Duke  of  Wellington. 

Lord  Brougham. 

Lady  Lyttelton. 

Nurse. 

First  Eoyal  Footman. 

Second  Royal  Footman. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE — THE  SLOPES  AT  WINDSOR. 

Enter  Two  Royal  Footmen. 

First  Royal  Footman.  See,  ’mid  the  mists  which  curl  o’er 
Windsor  Town, - 

Second  R.  F.  And  flout  the  azure  arch  of  circling  Heaven, - 

First  R.  F.  Advance  the  Royal  pair,  intent  to  take 
Their  usual  morning  walk  upon  the  slopes. 

Second  R.  F.  Stand  back,  they  come. 

[  They  retire  up  the  stage.  Flourish  of  trumpets. 
Enter  the  Queen  and  Prince  Albert ,  attended.  Lords 
in  Waiting ,  Ladies ,  c 

Queen.  Methinks,  fair  Prince,  the  grass  seems  somewhat 
damp. 

Prince.  E’en  as  thou  thinkest,  so,  my  liege,  think  I. 

First  Lord.  After  much  rain,  the  earth  is  often  damp. 

Queen.  Now,  by  my  halidome,  but  that  is  truej 
And,  being  true,  is  just  and  wisely  spoken. 
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Prince.  Gad  so!  my  Lord  thou  hast  a  pleasant  wit. 

First  Lord.  Nay,  good,  my  liege. 

Queen.  Liege — me — no  lieges;  thou  hast  spoken  well. 

Whereof  in  token  wear  this  golden  chain,  which  now 
I  do  bestow  upon  ye. 

\Lord  kneels.  Queen  places  chain  round  his  neck. 
Flourish  of  trumpets. 

First  Lord  ( rising ,  and  with  faltering  voice).  My  thanks — 

may -  [  Weeps  in  a  transport  of  gratitude. 

Second  Lord.  Nay,  thus  be  merit  ever  honoured. 

C Aside)  Would  that  the  chain  may  choke  him. 

Queen.  Enough.  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  repair 
Each  to  your  several  duties.  There  be  claims 
The  nation  has  upon  you.  See  to  them  each  and  all 
In  Council  and  in  Senate.  To  the  dairy— we — 

That  is — my  loving  liege,  the  Prince  and  I — 

And  thence  to  th’  model  Farm — for  I  would  view 
The  gallant  short  horn  stot  which  bravely  won 
A  premium  at  the  Smithfield  Cattle  Show. 

\_As  she  is  going ,  enter ,  hastily ,  a  messenger. 

Messenger.  My  Liege,  I  scarce  have  breath  to  tell  my  tidings. 
Queen.  Yet  speak  and  fear  not. 

Messenger.  The  guiding  hand  of  Windsor’s  donjon  clock 
Now  points  to  ten — but  ere  its  ticking  heart 
Hath  throbbed  through  sixty  minutes  from  this  hour. 

The  Ministry,  in  secret  Council  met, 

Will  crave  your  sovereign  presence. 

Queen.  ’Tis  well — we  shall  be  there — meantime,  my  Lords,  well 
fix 

The  dinner  hour  at  half-past  five  for  six ! 


[  Flourish  of  trumpets.  Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACT  H. 

THE  OFFICIAL  RESIDENCE  OF  THE  PRIME  MINISTER. 

Enter  Prime  Minister. 

P.  Min.  The  cares  of  state  weigh  heavy  on  my  brow 
And  seam  with  anxious  furrows  of  deep  thought 
My  manly  features.  Ho !  within  there  ! 

Enter  Footman. 

P.  Min.  Dost  hear  me  varlet — Luncheon ! 

[Exit  Footman. 

Oh  no — 

What  said  I — Lunch — no  lunch  for  me  to  day — 

It  is  alas  the  hour  I  named  to  meet 
A  Deputation  from  the  Tea  Trade. 

Ha!  They  come. 

Flourish  of  trumpets.  Enter  Deputation  from  the  Tea  Trade. 

Welcome — what  would  ye? 

Speak. 

First  Deputy.  Say — sitting  in  thy  slippers  by  the  fire. 

Muffin  in  hand — but  nuffin  in  thy  head, 

What  time  the  canopy  of  night  descends 
To  lower  in  blackened  Majesty  on  earth — 

Say  at  that  genial  hour — and  as  the  fragrance 
Of  the  rare  Chinese  plant  did  steal  upon  thee 
(Being  stirred  by  silver  spoon  to  melt  the  sugar), 

Hast  thou  not  felt — Prime  Minister — yet  man, 

A  lurking  something  in  thy  secret  soul, 

An  inward  monitor  which  whispered  “  Tea, 

Tea  I  confess  is  very  much  too  dear?” 

P.  Min.  There  hold — for  tea  is  tea,  and  money — money. 
Second  Dep.  I  undertake  to  prove, — by  these  nine  volumes, 
Volumes  which  here  I  hold — full  of  statistics, 

That— 
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P.  Min.  Avaunt!  away,  I  tell  thee  that  thyself 
Of  all  thy  numerals  cuts  the  sorriest  figure! 

Third  Dep.  What  do’st  thou  think  of  doing? 

P.  Min.  There  are  three  courses  open  to  pursue — 

Deputation.  Hear!  Hear!  Hear!  Hear!  Hear!  Hear! 

Min.  And  I  shall  follow. 

First  Dep.  Listen!  hark! 

Min.  None  of  them! 

Deputation.  Alas!  what  hear  we — fatal  sound  of  woe! 

Oh,  stupefaction!  stupefaction,  oh! 

[Scene  closes. 


ACT  III. 

THE  ROYAL  NURSERY. 

Enter  Lady  Lyttelton  and  Nurse. 

Lady  L.  Thou  markest  me,  Nurse? 

Nurse.  And  understand  thee  too. 

Lady  L.  His  infant  Royal  Highness— he  of  Wales — 

Must  take  a  carriage  airing.  In  the  grounds — 

The  garden  grounds,  I  mean — studded  with  violets, 

With  jasmine,  lilies,  and  the  fair  heart’s-ease. 

Tend  carefully  the  gambols  infantine 
Of  his  three  Royal  sisters. 

Nurse.  I  go,  and  it  is  done. 

Lady  L.  Most  favoured  Nurse, 

Be  all  thy  thoughts  for  better — none  for  worse. 

SCENE  II. — A  ROOM  IN  THE  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER’S 

OFFICIAL  RESIDENCE. 

Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  and  Master  of  the  Mint  seated,  with 

winet  8fc. 

Ch.  of  Ex.  What  think’st  thou,  Master — hath  it  not  a  savour 
Fragrant  and  rich,  this  stoup  of  humming  wine? 
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Master.  Have  with  ye,  Chancellor;  for,  by  my  troth, 
The  flagon  hath  a  wondrous  relish  for  me. 

Ch.  And  thou  for  it.  Nay,  never  shirk  nor  blush; 

But  as  ye  gulp  the  golden  Rhenish  down, 

Pray  light  this  penny  Pickwick! 

Master.  Mad  wag,  mad  wag,  ever  at  thy  merriments. 
Ch.  We’ll  sit  and  smoke,  and  commune  of  high  things; 
Things  such  as  men  may  hear  at  doors  of  Clubs, 

When  sunny  eve  shines  sweet  in  fair  Pall  Mall; 

While  all  to-morrow’s  journals  shall  set  forth 
An  empty-pated  sentence,  to  declare 
That  yester-eve,  the  Master  of  the  Mint 
Transacted  business  all  the  day  writh  me — 

The  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 

Master.  Ha!  ha!  ’Tis  even  so.  Marry  come  up, 

And  by  my  halidome!  I  fackins! 

Ch.  I  do  propose  a  toast.  Come  wind,  come  wrack! 
May  we  get  ever  port,  but  never  sack. 


ACT  IY. 

SCENE  I. — A  VESTIBULE  IN  WINDSOR  CASTLE. 

Enter  Two  Royal  Footmen. 

First  Foot.  I  pray  thee,  Goodman  Ralph,  an’  canst  thou  tell 
Their  names  aud  lofty  titles,  who  shall  grace 
The  festal  banquet  of  our  Sovereign  Queen? 

Sec.  Foot .  Marry,  an’  that  can  I.  Let’s  see.  There’s  first 
F.M.  the  Duke  of  Wellington;  and  then 
There  follows,  an’  my  memory  serves  me  right, 

A  goodly  group  of  ducal  coronets — 

Your  Richmonds,  Bedfords,  Buccleuchs,  Devonshires — 

With  Viscounts,  Earls,  and  many  a  Baron  bold — 

As  Stanley,  Brougham,  and  pill-devouring  Aldborough; 

Nor  these  alone;  but  many  more  with  them — 
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Statesmen,  and  Lords  of  highest  lineage; 

A  German  Potentate  besides,  who  owns 
A  fifteen  acre  Dukedom!  Wemyss  and  Anson. 

Also  that  mystic  man,  Dr.  Praetorians. 

First  Foot.  For  thy  good  will  much  thanks. 

The  day  is  cold — thou’lt  quaff  a  something  short? 

See.  Foot.  Ay,  marry  will  I.  Have  with  you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— A  ROOM  IN  WINDSOR  CASTLE. 

Flourish  of  trumpets. — Enter  the  Queen  and  Prince  Albert. 

Queen.  And  now  that  all  that  dreary  Council’s  o’er, 

What  say’st  thou,  Prince? — the  pony  phaeton  w*aits — 

We’ll  drive  to  the  Preserves;  and  there,  whilst  I— 

I,  and  my  maids  of  honour,  cheer  thee  on, 

With  kindest  glances  and  most  favouring  words, 

Thou’lt  kill  us  many  head  of  plumed  game — 

Pheasants  and  snipes,  and  eke  grey-coated  hares, 

Which  frolic  heedlesly.  k 

Prince.  As  thou  hast  spoke  it,  so  pray  let  it  be, 

Thou kn owest,  sweet,  thy  wish  is  law  tome! 

[ Flourish  of  trumpets— Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

A  BANQUETING  HALL  IN  WINDSOR  CASTLE. — THE  COURT  ARE 

TAKING  TEA. 

First  Footman.  Anon,  anon:  water  i’the  teapot. 

Queen.  Bethink  ye  of  thy  duty,  sirrah  John; 

And  hand  the  muffins  to  the  noble  Duke. 

Duke  of  Wellington.  F.M.  the  Duke  of  Wellington  presents 
His  grateful  compliments  unto  the  Queen, 

But  has  to  state  he  don’t  like  muffins. 

Lord  Brougham.  Nor  I — I  never  did:  but  crumpets, 

They’re  the  things. 
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Duke  of  Wellington.  I  hate  crumpets  worse. 
iMrd  Brougham.  ’Tis  true  :  and  when  I  said  they  "were  thr 
things, 

1  meant  they  were  the  things  to  be  avoided. 

Queen.  Ho  !  good  my  Lord  the  Premier,  shall  we  fill 
High  to  the  brim  your  cup  with  fragrant  tea. 

Prime  Minister.  So  be  it — good  my  Liege. 

Queen.  Eor  tea  affords  a  draught — 

Lord  Brougham.  “  Which  cheers,  but  not  inebriates” - - 

Queen.  My  Lord,  we  know  the  distich,  aud  shall  thank 
Your  Lordship,  if  your  Lordship  henceforth  hold 
Your  Lordship’s  tongue. 

Prime  Minister.  Indeed,  the  clock  which  throbbeth  in  the 
tower 

Hath  not,  in  its  most  brazen  and  metallic  accents, 

Told  eight  half-hours,  since  there  did  come  to  me - 

Lord  Brougham.  A  dun  ? 

Prime  Minister.  Not  so  :  a  deputation  from  the  tea  trade. 

Queen.  The  tea  trade  ? 

Lord  Brougham.  I  can  explain  :  the  trade  in  tea. 

Prime  Minister.  Complaining,  grievously,  that  tea  was- 
taxed 

Much  higher  than  beseeming. 

Queen.  Ha  1  said  they  so  :  for  if  they  did,  methinks 
They  spoke  with  reason.  Let  it  be  looked  to. 

We  would,  whilst  we  are  mistress  of  these  realms, 

So  order  things,  that  not  the  meanest  man, 

Woman,  or  child, in  homely  hut  or  city, 

Or  two-pair  back,  shall  pay  a  higher  price, 

Proportionate,  for  their  poor,  weak  Bohea, 

Than  that  which  tinkles  with  a  golden  clink 
Upon  the  dealer’s  counter,  where  i3  bought 
The  balmy  hyson  leaf,  which  fragrant  smokes 
P  the  lighted  halls  of  palaces. 

No.  L  c* 
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Again  we  say,  look  to  it :  see  it  done. 

Meantime,  myLcrds,  the  dance. 

\_Music  heard. 

That  strain  invites  ns, 

Hear  it.  fair  ladies  ;  it  is  musics  fall. 

Which  summons  you  to  concert  and  to  ball. 

[. Flourish  of  trumpets. 

CURTAIN  FALLS. 


geographical. 

We  have  much  pleasure  in  presenting  to  the  world  in  general,  and 
the  Geographic  Society  in  particular,  the  accompanying  Chart  of 
an  Exploring  Expedition  undertaken  through  London  by  an  enter¬ 
prising  voyager.  The  telescopic  observations  of  the  gentleman  in 
question  may,  from  his  long-continued  practice,  be  implicitly  relied 
on — indeed,  he  is  hardly  ever  without  a  glass  in  his  hand.  His 
knowledge  of  the  Quadrant  is  peculiar  and  curious,  while  his 
reckonings  are  deemed  of  such  authority,  that  he  never,  by  any 
chance,  wipes  off  a  single  score. 

It  will  be  seen  that,  after  leaving  “  Night  Tavern  Point”  the  course 
of  the  voyager  became  somewhat  uncertain  and  devious.  Police 
Islet  is  described  as  abounding  in  formidable  capes,  but  from  thence 
to  Station  House  Harbour,  the  course  is  a  direct  line.  This  port 
was  made  by  our  enterprising  voyager  in  the  night,  but  in  so  shat¬ 
tered  a  plight,  that  he  was  absolutely  obliged  to  go  into  dock  next 
morning. 
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NURSERY  RHYMES. 

FOR  THE  PRESENT  TIMES. 


Punch  and  the  Herald 
Fought  for  a  joke  : 

Punch  hit  the  Herald 
An  ill-tempered  poke. 

Says  Punch  to  the  Herald, 

“I  think  you  are  hit.” 

Says  the  Herald  to  Punch , 
“You  can’t  hurt  me  a  bit.” 


Ride  a  cock  horse 
The  archway  across 

And  see  a  big  gentleman  on  a  bronze  horse. 

Badly  he  shows 

From  his  nose  to  his  toes,* 

But  how  we  can  better  it  nobody  knows. 

*  The  above  allusion  crept  into  type  before  ^our  compositors  were 
aware  of  our  outlawry  proclamation.  It  is.  however,  its  last  appear¬ 
ance. 
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High  diddle,  diddle, 

Eor  Beale  and  the  riddle, 

As  sung  by  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 

The  little  dog  laughs 
To  think  of  the  sport 
That  Lumley  and  he  will  have  soon. 

A  steamer  sailing  on  the  sea, 

All  on  a  summer  night, 

As  it  fell  out  she  went  ashore 
From  making  the  wrong  light. 

Now,  had  the  captain  been  on  deck. 
And  known  the  lights  all  round. 

Ten  thousand  pounds  to  one  penny, 
She’d  not  have  gone  aground. 

Dickory,  dickory,  dock  ! 

They’ve  snuffed  out  Hyde  Park  clock, 
Which  don’t  strike  one 
Till  he  finds  he’s  done, 

Dickory,  dickory,  dock  ! 


Wanted — The  Latin  for  a  Black  Sheep— Sheepio  African*#. 

The  greatest  stand  ever  made  for  civilisation — The  Ink  Stand. 

A  Gentleman  employed  in  carrying  the  Chain  for  Surveyors 
during  the  late  Railway  Mania,  now  appends  the  letters  “  S.  L” 
o  his  name.  On  inquiry,  our  reporter  was  informed  that  the 
betters  in  question — “  S.  L” — were  meant  to  designate  Civil  En¬ 
gineer, 
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“  ALL  ALIVE  OH!  ALL  ALIVE,  OH!” 


OW  well  do  we  remember,  when  we  were  in  our 
school-boyhood,  with  about  as  much  taste  for  Let¬ 
ters  as  a  sampler,  that  there  was  a  word  in 
lihetoric  as  long  as  a  fiddle-faddle  fashionable 
Christian  name,  which  always  took  us  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  to  spell,  and  another  quarter  to  pro¬ 
nounce,  and  which  we  have  even  now  been  obliged 
to  consult  Johnson  to  write  correctly.  It  is  called  “  Pno- 
so-PO-rE-iA.,”  and  stands  for  a  figure  of  speech,  which 
seems  to  be  a  kind  of  rhetorical  galvanic  battery,  or  lite¬ 
rary  Frankenstein,  by  which  fife  is  conferred  upon  inani¬ 
mate  objects,  and  which,  acting  upon  the  opposite  principle 

i  of  giving  offence  by  speaking  of  persons  as  “  things,”  en¬ 
deavours  to  please  by  talking  of  things  as  persons. 

The  use  of  this  mode  of  parlance  it  took  us  years  to  comprehend. 
Nor  was  it  until  we  had  scared  into  the  seventh  heaven  of  modern 
literature,  that  we  began  to  see  that  the  said  figure  of  speech 
was  as  mirth-exciting  as  a  figure  of  fun,  and  formed  about  as  good 
a  stock  in  trade  as  a  comic  author  could  possibly  commence 
business  with. 

Conscious  of  these  advantages,  we  have  gone  into  the  line  our¬ 
selves,  and  just  opened  a  shop  in  a  small  retail  way — not  wishing 
to  interfere  with  the  wholesale  dealers  in  the  article — for  the 
supply  of  living  furniture  and  vivacious  hardware  ;  a  sample  of 
which  we  beg  to  submit  for  the  reader’s  inspection,  trusting  for  his 
fvture  favours. 

N.B.  Please  to  observe  the  punctuation.  But  stay  !  From  its 

v.„  „  pi 
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THE  ANIMATED  APARTMENT 

OR 

THE  LIVELY  TWO  PAIR  BACK 
That  had  a  New  Lodger  in  as  the  Old  Lodger  ivent  out 

THE  FIRST  QUARTER 
(that  the  Lodger  was  in) 

showing  how  Mrs.  Periwinkle’s  room  wrAS  furnished. 

HOW  IT  WAS  PAINTED.  AND  HOW  IT  WAS  PAPERED.  And 
WHICH  MUST  BE  BORNE  IN  MIND  :  TOWARDS  THE  End 

It  would  have  done  your  Heart  good  to  see  Mrs.  Periwinkle’s 
Room.  That  it  would.  No  one  ever  saw  such  a  Room  :  a  perfect 
Picture  it  was  in  my  opinion  : 

And  in  any  Body  else’s  too  it  would  have  been.  For  the  matter 
of  that.  Certainly.  If  they  could  only  have  seen  It  as  I  have  : — 
(many  a  Time  and  Oft) — after  it  had  been  washed  and  scrubbed 
and  swept  and  dusted  and  polished.  And  no  end  of  other  things. 
Oh  !  lie  was  a  jolly  :  nice  :  spruce-looking  :  clean-faced  :  tidy  : 
never-to-be-forgotten  Little  Old  Room.  He  was  as  full  as  he  could 
hold. 

I  know  it  for  a  great  Fact.  I  do. 

I’d  wager  he  couldn’t  have  crammed  in  another  Chair.  If  he 
had  tried  ever  so  hard.  A  greedy  old  Soul.  Not  that  he  was  a« 
Fat  as  an  alderman  :  oh  no  :  but  he  had  the  funniest — and  corc- 
pactest — little  square  Body  of  his  own  :  that  ever  ivas  seen.  With 
Ids  bright  little  eye  of  a  Window  ;  always  twinkling  twinkling 
twinkling  ;  away  in  the  Sun.  As  if  to  say,  “  Here  we  are  :  w  ide 
awake  :  You  can’t  see  any  green  here.  And  no  mistake  and  then 
he’d  give  a  (knowing)  wink  to  (his  friend)  the  Flower-Pot  outside, 
A  merry — round-faced — ro^y-cheeked — Rogue  of  a  Flower-Pot  ; 
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tfiat  was  ;  I  can  tell  you  !  A  black-headed — good-for-nothing — 
•dear  old  Flower-Pot  : 

A  regular  hard-drinking  Flower-Pot  ;  he  was  too.  Always  Dry. 
And  yet  he  had  his  two  Bottles  of  Water  a  day.  A  toper.  And 
when  the  Sun  made  his  drink  too  hot  for  him  ;  he’d  set  to  work 
(like  an  old  Washerwoman)  ;  and  drink  it  out  of  the  Saucer. 
Every  Neighbour  loved  that  Flower- Pot.  And  black-eyed  young 
Girls  :  bless  ’em  !  aye  :  and  many  a  pinched  and  work-blanched 
Face  :  that  told  of  weary  Nights — and  worn  Fingers — pricked  till 
they  bled  again — to  gain  a  scanty  Subsistence  for — (perhaps  !) — 
some  bed-ridden  old  Parent — would  peep  ;  from  their  dingy  case¬ 
ments,  to  catch  a  sight  of  that  old  Flower-Pot,  and  dream  of 
Yerdant  Helds  :  (golden  with  Buttercups)  :  where  once  in  Child¬ 
hood  they  had  known  Happy  Homes  ;  and  bright-blue  skies. 

And  then  ;  with  streaming  eyes  ;  they  -would  thank  Heaven, 
that  Mrs.  Periwinkle  had  snatched  from  the  Country  that  little 
Green  spot  of  earth,  which  could  waft  the  tired  Soul  far — far  from 
the  wretched  Smoke-begrimed  Haunts  of  Mammon -loving  Man. 
Happy  !  happy  !  old  Flower-Pot.  And  though  the  proud  old 
Winter  Sun  .seldom  condescended  to  look  in  upon  Mrs.  Periwinkle’s 
Two-pair  Back  ;  yet  when  he  did,  what  a  game  he  and  the  Fire 
would  have.  To  be  sure. 

A  regular  pitched  battle  it  was  between  them.  I  can  tell  you. 
The  Sun  was  always  the  First  to  begin.  And  though  he  tried  his 
hardest  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  him,  yet  the  Fire  was  a  good- 
tempered  old  Soul  and  not  to  be  put  out  by  such  as  he.  Then  the 
Bun  would  get  Angry  :  and  come  out  as  Strong  as  he  Could.  But 
Ail  to  no  good.  For  the  Fire  only  cracked  his  sides  ;  and  roared 
the  Merrier.  Then  he’d  blaze  away — as  much  as  to  say.  “  You’d 
Tetter  give  over  ;  old  fellow.  There’s  no  taking  the  Shine  out  of 
Anon  the  old  Sun  would  go  and  hide  himself  (behind  a 
©loud)  :  and  presently  come  stealing  round  the  Corner  ;  and  take 
€he  Fire  (and  Mrs.  Periwinkle)  by  surprise.  When  the  Fire  cer- 
’-Huly  would  look  rather  Black  upon  it.  But  never  mind — she 
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would  pat  him  encouragingly  on  the  head:  or  give  him  a  sly  Poke 
in  the  side.  Whereat  the  merry  old  dog  would  burst  out;  roaring 
again:  and  his  whole  face  would  light  up;  so  that  the  Sun  would 
stand  no  Chance  with  him.  But  have  to  post  back  to  the  Fields 
again:  where  he  could  play  at  Leap-frog  with  the  Waves  of  a  rip¬ 
pling  Brook:  or  loll — at  full  length — on  the  Green  Grass;  while 
he  kissed  the  sweet  Wild  Flowers  by  his  side. 

Well !  as  we  said  before.  It  was  a  jolly  little  Boom.  It  was. 
Not  a  lank-bare-walled-white-faced-miserable-cold-eell  of  a  Room, 
as  erst  it  had  been:  when  the  poor  blind  Orphan  Girl  lived  there; 
before  Mrs.  Periwinkle  came  into  it.  And  yet  how  could  she: 
poor  thing:  eyeless  as  she  was:  have  told  the  difference  of  it  from 
a  Palace.  (Blessed  Blindness  !)  And  yet,  wretched  and  dark  as 
it  was:  was  it  not  her  only  home;  her  miserable  happy  home.  It 
was. 

And  then  the  Carpet.  Was  it  not  like  a  flower  bed :  strewn;  as 
it  was;  with  crimson  Pionies.  Beautiful  and  Blushing  as  a  Maiden’s 
Hopes.  And  did  it  not  seem  to  tell  us  “  What  a  Giant  Mind  is 
Man’s:  which  can  thus  pilfer  the  fields  of  their  Treasures:  and  deck 
the  very  Walls  and  Floors  of  the  town-imprisoned  Poor  with 
Nature’s  greenest  Jewels.”  Oh  Giant  Mind  of  Man!  How  won¬ 
drous — benevolent — Angel-like  is  thine  art:  when  ministering  to 
the  comforts  of  thy  humbler-much-suflering — and  deep-sorrowing 
Brethren.  But  what  a  Fiend  dost  thou  become  (oh  Giant  Mind  of 
Man)  when  thy  Monster  Powers  are  used  to  grind  to  Dust  the 
marrowless  bones  of  the  Houseless:  the  Orphan:  and  the  Widow: 
doing  foul  false  and  wicked  Wrong  to  those  thy  Maker  calls  thine 
Equals. 

Out  Mammon-made  Vampire:  that  suckest  the  Heart’s  Blood 
from  the  helpless  Child  of  Penury:  and  fattenest  thy  lucre-loving 
Carcass  on  the  Squalor  of  the  Fallen  and  Disfigured  of  thy  kind. 
Out!  thou  Mammon-made  Vampire!  Out!  Out! 
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THE  PATENT  ELASTIC  TROUSER. 

No.  1. 


Our  ycung  iriend  Mr.  Robert  Jones,  as  he  appeared  injiis  new 
elastic  pants. 
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THE  PATENT  ELASTIC  TROUSER. 

No.  2. 


Oi'ii  young  friend  Mr.  Robert  Jones,  as  he  appeared  when^fixm- 
some  unexplained  cause,  his  straps  and  braces  retired  from  office 

t  ■'~",hor. 
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THE  BOGY  COMMISSION. 

On  a  recent  trial  at  the  Central  Criminal  Court,  a  very  pretty  little 
girl,  aged  apparently  about  eleven,  was  put  into  the  witness-box. 
The  offence  with  which  the  prisoner  was  charged  was  grave,  and 
the  credibility  of  the  witnesses  was  of  great  importance.  The  Judge 
wished  to  ascertain  whether  the  little  lady  “  understood  the  nature 
of  an  oath.”  So  the  following  dialogue  passed  between  him  in  the 
horsehair  wig,  and  her  in  the  shining  ringlets: — 

“  My  dear,  do  you  say  your  prayers  ?  ” 

“Yes,  sir,  every  morning  and  every  night.” 

“Suppose  you  tell  a  story,  what  will  become  of  you  ?  ” 

“  Old  Bogy  will  have  me,  sir,” 

“Let  her  be  sworn,”  said  the  Judge;  and  sworn  she  tvas;  and, 
thanks  to  her  evidence,  a  very  ill-looking  gentleman  is  at  this  mo¬ 
ment  wheeling  a  barrow  in  Norfolk  Island.  But  her  answers  set 
the  Judge  thinking,  and  the  result  has  been  a  Commission  to  en¬ 
quire  into  the  Bogy  Keligion,  as  held  by  the  childish  mind.  A  few 
extracts  from  the  replies  of  the  witnesses  examined  by  the  Com¬ 
mission  may  be  interesting  to  mothers  in  general,  who  may  not  be 
aware  how  widely  the  faith  in  Bogy  is  spread,  or  how  earnestly  it 
is  enforced  by  missionaries  in  the  disguise  of  nursery-maids. 

Emily  Rodd,  examined :  Is  eight  years  old.  Has  heard  of  Bogy. 
Never  saw  him,  and  hopes  she  never  shall.  Was  told  all  about 
him  by  Jane,  the  maid,  that  let  in  the  man  who  stole  the  plate. 
Jane  used  to  tell  her  of  him  every  night.  Jane  used  always  to 
threaten  her  with  Bogy  when  she  could  not  go  to  sleep.  Jane  said 
Bogy  had  red-hot  claws,  and  scratched  all  the  flesh  off  little  girls 
who  did  not  go  to  sleep,  or  told  tales  to  their  papas  or  mammas. 
Believes  Bogy  sits  in  the  coal-cellar,  to  be  ready  when  he  is  wanted. 
Once  heard  him  roaring  on  the  stairs,  and  then  she  had  a  fit. 
Charles  Twits,  examined:  Was  five  last  birthday.  Has 
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heard  of  Bogy,  but  does  not  care  for  the  Bogy  in  his  papa’s  house 
half  as  much  as  he  does  for  Bogy  at  grandmamma’s,  he  don’t. 
That  is  a  dreadful  Bogy,  grandmamma’s  is.  Never  saw  him,  but 
saw  the  grating  of  the  window,  down  in  the  well,  where  he  is. 
Thought  he  saw  his  horns  come  out  one  day  when  he  threw  a 
stone  down  the  well.  Never  threw  any  more  stones,  and  is  afraid 
to  walk  in  the  garden.  Dm’t  want  to  talk  about  it. 

Margaret  Macdowell,  examined  :  Thinks  she  is  six.  Has 
heard  of  Bogy,  but  has  not  been  naughty  for  a  long  time,  and  don’t 
know  why  she  is  spoken  to  about  him.  If  she  is  to  speak  about 
him,  begs  she  may  be  taken  up  and  nursed.  (  The  rest  of  this  wit¬ 
ness's  answer  was  given  in  whispers.')  Bogy  is  a  great,  horrid, 
naked,  black  man,  who  is  chained  in  the  cellar,  to  chop  up  little 
children  into  sausages.  Believes  a  little  cousin  of  hers  was  chopped 
up  for  telling  a  fib. 

Katherine  Earnsiiaw,  examined  :  Is  seven.  There  was  a 
Bogy  in  the  barn  when  she  was  with  her  aunt  in  Yorkshire.  One 
night,  wrhen  she  had  pinched  the  servant,  she  was  taken  into  the 
dark  barn  for  Bogy  to  see  her.  Screamed  dreadfully,  but  they 
made  her  go.  They  took  her  to  the  end  of  the  barn,  and  called 
Bogy,  and  in  a  moment  she  saw  two  dreadful  eyes,  all  fire,  looking 
at  her,  and  two  great  w'ings  stretched  out.  Bogy  began  to  hiss  at 
her,  and  Sarah  said  that  in  another  minute  he  would  have  torn  her 
all  to  pieces,  only  she  was  taken  away.  Her  aunt,  when  she  heard 
of  it,  laughed,  and  told  her  it  was  only  the  owl  ;  but  Sarah  said, 
upstairs,  that  it  was  a  dreadful  Bogy,  and  that  he  would  certainly 
have  her  aunt  for  langhing.  She  cried  dreadfully  when  they  put 
her  to  bed ,  and  wouldn’t  go  again  to  her  aunt’s  not  for  all  the 
world. 

Mary  Jane  Howard,  examined  :  Is  seven  and  three-quarters. 
There  is  no  Bogy  in  her  mamma’s  house ;  but  Ann,  the  nurse,  took 
her  into  the  churchyard  once,  and  made  her  look  into  the  vaults 
under  the  church.  Looking  through  the  window,  she  saw  thousands 
of  coffins,  and  something  else  too  dreadful  to  tell.  If  she  must  tell 


62 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


It  was  a  dead  person  who  had  been  drowned.  Could  not  bear 
to  look  at  the  face,  but  Ann  told  her  there  was  a  Bogy,  with 
Earning  eyes,  walking  about  the  vaults,  and  that  he  Avould  fetch 
her  and  tie  her  to  the  dead  person,  if  she  told  about  Ann  leaving 
tier  and  going  and  walking  with  the  soldier.  Never  did  tell. 
Never  liked  to  go  to  church  after  she  was  shown  that  sight. 
Her  mamma  never  frightens  her,  she  is  too  kind. 


THE  MARKETS  OF  LONDON. 


NO.  I.— SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  COYENT  GARDEN, 

The  name  of  Covent  Garden  sufficiently  explains  the  ancient 
proprietors  and  the  original  destination  of  this  celebrated  metro¬ 
polis  of  the  vegetable  kingdom.  Where  basket  women  now  smoke 
their  blackened  pipes,  nuns  once  told  their  venerable  heads — and 
where  Palmers  once  offered  holy  relics,  waggoners  now  bring 
Fulham  cabbages.  It  would  be  idle  to  institute  an  enquiry  into  the 
exact  site  of  the  Convent — although  it  may  possibly  he  found  out 
by  those  who  are  more  determined  sight-seers  than  ourselves.  X\ 
perhaps,  stood  where  the  theatre  does  now — in  which  case  it  is  not 
improbable  that  the  refectory  has  been  turned  into  the  saloon,  and 
the  cells  of  the  sisters  have  been  bought  as  private  boxes. 

Notwithstanding  these  transformations,  however,  lingering  rem-< 
m.ants  of  its  old  character  still  float  about  Covent  Garden. 
Vespers  for  instance  are  kept  up  at  Evans’s,  and  although  it  must  be 
confessed  that  they  have  acquired  with  the  lapse  of  ages  a  decidedly 
secular  character,  yet  the  frequent  allusion  one  hears  there  to  the 
“iMonks  of  Old,”  and  the  protestations — quite  unnecessary  ones-~ 
occasionally  uttered  bj  a  gentleman  in  the  neigbbcnirhoqfl  of  the 
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Piano  against  his  being  forced  to  become  a  nun,  still  savour  some¬ 
what  of  the  ancient  Genius  Loci. 

At  present,  Covent  Garden  might  be  described  as  a  Parliament, 
to  which  all  ranks  and  degrees  of  inhabitants  of  the  vegetable 
kingdom  send  representatives.  We  may  even  observe  the  indica¬ 
tions  of  aa  upper  and  lower  house — the  turnips,  cabbages,  potatoes, 
and  more  plebeian  vegetables,  piled  in  heaps  in  the  open  air,  doing 
duty  as  commoners — while  the  peaches,  pine-apples,  and  so  forth, 
ranged  temptingly  in  windows,  or  peeping  from  out  mossy  baskets, 
like  the  eggs  of  some  huge  bird  which  has  chanced  to  take  lodgings 
in  a  very  small  nest,  may  be  taken  as  constituting  a  house  of  peers. 

The  Arcade  of  Covent  Garden  is  a  highly  eligible  spot  for  tak¬ 
ing  lounging  exercise.  Sick  of  the  vanities  of  the  passage  of  Bur¬ 
lington — of  its  French  shoes,  and  jupons  de  Crinoline,  and  glittering 
snuff-boxes  ;  and  new  Polkas,  with  Jullien’s  signature  ;  and  ex¬ 
cruciatingly- Gentish  Paletots,  and  desperately-official  and  awe-in¬ 
spiring  Beadles — tired,  and  with  reason,  of  the  elongat  'd  black- 
hole,  denominated  the  Opera  Arcade,  where  a  few  misanthropic 
boot-makers  have  retired  in  disgust  from  the  world,  in  consequence 
of  their  customers  never  paying  their  bills  ;  and  wherein  are  situ¬ 
ated  certain  gloomy  caves,  said  to  be  the  abode  of  wholesale  wine- 
merchants — utterly  blase ,  too,  as  respects  the  attractions  of  that 
formidable  doll-lined  and  child-crowded  ravine,  the  Arcade  of 
Lowther,  where  somebody  is  always  just  beginning  to  learn  the 
piston  in  Pask’s  music-shop,  and  where  dapper  little  Frenchmen, 
with  weazened  faces  and  ear-rings,  sit  at  the  doors  of  their  domi¬ 
ciles,  amid  a  chaos  of  wooden  trumpets,  dolls,  drums,  pincushions, 
and  go-carts — tired,  and  sick  at  heart,  wre  repeat,  of  each  of  these 
departments  of  Vanity  Fair, — how  often  have  we  turned  our  medi¬ 
tative  steps  towards  the  cabbage-strewn  and  orange-smelling 
Piazzas  of  Covent-Garden. 

What  Londoner  wrould  care  about  orchards,  or  flovrer  beds,  or 
onion  beds,  when  here  the  very  concentrated  essence,  as  it  were,  of 
the  best  orchards,  the  best  flower  beds,  the  best  onion  beds,  pos- 
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sible,  is  at  his  service  ?  What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  the 
animal  world,  Covent  Garden  is  to  the  vegetable.  Europe,  Asia, 
Africa,  America,  and  Fulham  are  alike  represented.  There  are 
grapes  from  the  vines  among  which  the  valorous  Gaul  breathes  de¬ 
nunciations  against  Perfide  Albion ;  there  are  dates  from  the  oasis 
towards  which  the  caravan  of  the  desert  wends  its  way  to  the  tune 
of  the  “  Camels  are  Coming  ;  ”  there  are  shaddocks  from  the  re¬ 
gion  where  the  darkies  serenade  their  greasy  loves  with  Ethiopian 
melodies  j  and  there  are  pumpkins  grown  in  those  Transatlantic 
orchards,  at  the  gate  of  one  of  which  the  celebrated  Daniel 
Tucker  knocked  on  the  fatal  night  when  he  was  pronounced  to  be 
too  late  to  come  to  supper. 

A  concluding  word  on  the  morale  of  Covent  Garden.  Few,  in¬ 
deed,  are  the  spots  in  which  men  are  judged  of,  and  condemned  or 
rewarded  by  their  merits,  but  in  Covent  Garden-— the  good  and  the 
bad  alike  may,  and  do — find  their  deserts. 


STATISTICAL. 

At  some  of  the  London  taverns,  fourpence  is  charged  for  a  glass 
of  gin  and  water  ;  at  others,  sixpence.  We  are  delighted  to  hear 
that  the  Statistical  Society  have  directed  one  of  their  most  active 
members  to  commence  a  series  of  practical  enquiries  into  this  in¬ 
teresting  subject— so  that  the  numerical  preponderance  of  the 
cheap  or  the  dear  houses  may  be  finally  settled.  We  understand 
that,  so  indefatigable  is  the  gentleman  alluded  to  in  his  researches, 
that  he  manages  to  get  over  thirty-one  “  goes  ’  a  day  on  an 
average.  By  the  kindness  of  the  police  authorities,  the  station- 
houses  have  every  night  been  thrown  open  for  his  reception. 


tfoaa  asyaaiMi  mmsem  irci  twsi}  £>3,  aiwra  mmmm  o?  iQk  wmimb»— bi?  oaaiak— a®»  Q» 
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BUT  HAPPILY  RESCUING  HIS  CARPET-BAG,  HE  SEEKS 
A  CAB,  WHEN  HE  IS  AGAIN  IN  DANGER  OF  LOSING 
IT  TO  BRIGAND  BOYS. 


ON  ARRIVING  AT  HIS  HOTEL,  NATURALLY  ANXIOUS  TO 
LOOK  ABROAD,  HE  PUTS  HIMSELF  IN  GREAT  PERIL, 
BY  BEING,  FOR  THE  FIRST  TIME,  INTRODUCED  TO  AN 
ENGLISH  GUILLOTINE  WINDOW  SASH  ; 


AND  IS  AT  LENGTH  FAIN  TO  RETIRE  TO  REST - BUT,  LIKE  MANY  ENGLISH  DRAMATISTS, 

HAVING  ONLY  BEEN  ACCUSTOMED  TO  FRENCH  CRIBS,  HE  IS  LOST  IN  THE  DESERT  OF 
A  BRITISH  BED. 


'DURING  THE  NIGHT  HE 
IS  A  PREY  TO  THE 
BLACKEST  MISGIVINGS. 


,\  V'  >  yMpjjill 

iplw  wH 

WISHING,  HOWEVER,  TO  ASCERTAIN  WHETHER  ENGLISH  OXEN  WERE  AS  LIVELY  QUADRU 
I  EDS  AS  ENGLISH  HORSES,  SALLIES  OUT  IN  THE  DIRECTION  OF  SMITHFIELD. 


[TO  BE  CONTINUED. 
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A  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND 
AFTER  THE  REPEAL. 

CHAPTER  L 

GLORIOUS  sunburst  —  one  fine 
first  of  April  morning — lighted  up 
the  green  land  of  Erin — once  more — 
an  independent  nation.  At  noon 
that  day  the  proclamation  dissolv¬ 
ing  the  Union,  was  promulgated 
in  the  Phoenix  Park,  and  immedi¬ 
ately  afterwards  Daniel  O’Connell 
was  crowned  in  St.  Patrick’s  Cathe¬ 
dral,  and  received  the  homage  of  his 
people  as  King  and  Ruler  over  Ire¬ 
land,  and  whatever  other  provinces, 
colonies,  empires,  or  realms  she 
might  acquire  by  means  of  the  enormous  naval  and  military  re¬ 
sources  known  to  be  at  her  disposal. 

The  ceremony  was  conducted  with  great  pomp  and  circumstance. 
Green  flags  flew  over  every  chimney,  shillelaghs  were  flourished  in 
every  hand,  shamrocks  clustered  round  every  hat.  No  sooner  had 
the  Archbishop  of  Tuam,  John,  (f  his  mark)  placed  the  crown* 
upon  King  Daniel’s  brows,  than  thousands  of  ancient  Irish 

*  The  jeweller  who  furnished  it  was  never  paid  his  litt'e  bill. 
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minstrels  swept  their  hands  enthusiastically  across  their  harps  and 
burst  into  the  national  melody  of  Paddy  O’Rafiferty.  Out  of  doors 
the  enthusiasm  displayed  was  unbounded.  An  edict  had  gone  forth 
to  the  effect,  that  for  a  fortnight  the  prime  necessaries  of  life  would 
he  distributed  gratis  to  all  applicants,  so  that  every  man  might  have 
an  opportunity  of  providing  himself  with,  at  least,  a  gallon  of 
whiskey,  a  stone  of  potatoes,  a  brace  of  duelling  pistols,  and  a 
hunter  warranted  over  any  stone  fence  in  Galway.  King  Daniel 
was  conducted  home  in  his  State  coach,  vamped  up  from  an  old 
sheriff’s  carriage,  bought  cheap,  out  of  the  rent,  and  emblazoned 
with  the  New  Royal  Irish  Arms — consisting  of  a  harp,  gules  ;  a 
dudeen,  or  ;  a  lumper,  couchant ;  and  a  shillelagh,  rampant. 

The  evening  was  devoted  to  triumphant  revelry  ;  bonfires  blazed 
on  every  hill  top  from  Howth  to  Connemara,  fed  by  every  con¬ 
ceivable  article  of  Saxon  manufacture  ;  patriotic  bands  of  the  Sons 
of  Erin  chanted  national  melodies  in  the  recesses  of  the  bogs,  and 
in  the  perpetual  feu  dejoie,  kept  up  from  dusk  till  dawn,  no  less 
than  1742  landlords  were  pleasantly  and  amicably  disposed  of. 
Before,  however,  proceeding  with  the  events  of  the  reign  of  Daniel 
I.,  it  becomes  our  duty,  as  faithful  and  painstaking  historians, 
'©lightly  to  glance  at  the  position  and  relations  of  the  principal 
states  both  of  the  Old  and  New  World. 

Seniores  priores.  Turn  we  then  first  to  the  Continent  of  Europe. 
In  Portugal  a  civil  war  was  raging  in  a  mild  and  harmless  manner  ; 
the  two  armies — one  consisting  of  eighteen  the  other  of  fifteen 
men — having  been  engaged,  not  in  fighting,  but  in  chasing  each 
other  alternately  for  upwards  of  three  years.  Neither  party  had 
the  remotest  idea  of  what  the  war  was  about.  Spain  still  continued 
revolutionary — an  insurrection  generally  breaking  out  every  day 
at  eleven  a.m.,  and  being  put  dowrn  by  a  counter  insurrection  at 
three  p.m.  In  Italy  the  Pope  continued  his  career  of  liberalism, 
contributing  handsomely  to  the  funds  of  English  dissenting  chapels, 
and  having,  by  the  assistance  of  Mdlle.  Fanny  Elssler,  got  up  a 
pleasant  ballet,  followed  by  a  series  of  Poses  Plastiques,  at  the  Yati- 
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can.  Turning  to  Northern  Europe  we  find  the  Cabinet  of  St. 
Petershurgh  issuing  edicts  for  the  annexation  to  the  Russian  Em¬ 
pire  of  the  cities  and  kingdoms  of  Vienna  and  Berlin.  This  daring 
infraction  of  the  treaty  of  Vienna  was  accomplished  in  spite  of  the 
joint  protest  of  five  German  Duchies,  possessing  collectively  115 
acres  of  empire  and  a  standing  army  of  four  and  twenty  men  and 
five  and  twenty  drummers. 

In  Prance,  too,  great  changes  were  being  achieved.  Louis 
Philippe,  the  Citizen  King,  had  twice  bombarded  Paris — suppressed 
all  the  newspapers — sent  the  whole  of  the  Opposition  in  the 
Chambers  to  the  galleys,  and  adopted  three  sons  and  four  daughters, 
whose  marriages  he  was  then  busily  engaged  in  concocting.  Some 
of  these  he  had  indeed  succeeded  in  effecting — at  the  date  when 
our  history  opens — the  eldest  of  the  adopted  Princes  having  led  to 
the  hymeneal  alter  the  lovely  and  accomplished  Quashiboona,  only 
daughter  of  his  deceased  Majesty  of  the  Cannibal  Islands — while 
one  of  the  young  ladies  had  been  tied  in  honourable  matrimony  to 
the  heir  presumptive  of  the  Great  Mogul.  It  would  be  almost 
needless  to  say  that  his  Majesty  of  Prance  turned  his  Royal  eyes 
towards  Ireland  in  search  of  further  matrimonial  speculations. 

The  New  World  had  its  changes  and  chances  as  well  as  the  Old. 
A  new  race  of  statesmen  had  risen  on  the  ruins  of  those  who  guided 
its  destinies  in  the  second  quarter  of  the  19th  century.  Indeed, 
so  low  had  names,  once  great  in  Yankee  Land,  descended,  that 
Mr.  Polk,  formerly  the  President,  had  actually  taken  to  the  life  of 
a  strolling  pedlar,  and  had  been  lynched  in  Arkansas  for  selling 
wooden  nutmegs.  As  for  the  Union  it  had  been  broken  through 
long  ago,  and— in  consequence  of  the  general  impulse  thus  given  to 
western  civilization — the  Birmingham  Bowie  Knife  Market  con¬ 
tinued  long  in  an  extremely  buoyant  condition.  Some  of  the  dis¬ 
membered  States  had  elected  Kings,  the  majority  deciding  upon  the 
individual  and  the  minority  treating  him  to  an  ounce  of  cold  lead 
out  of  a  rifle  the  next  morning.  The  financial  affairs  of  the  Trans¬ 
atlantic  States  were  not  in  a  satisfactory  condition.  Every  one  of 
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the  States  had  repudiated — with  one  honourable  exception — let  us 
give  it  all  credit.  We  allude  to  Pennsylvania — which  nobly,  mag¬ 
nanimously,  patriotically,  and  heroically  promised  to  pay  a  compo¬ 
sition  of  three-half-pence  in  the  pound.*  In  consequence  of  this 
generous  liberality  King  Daniel  requested  that  an  Ambassador 
should  be  sent  from  the  noble  Pennsylvania  to  Erin.  He  accord¬ 
ingly  came  to  Dublin,  and  although  there  was  some  momentary 
unpleasantness  occasioned  by  the  Chief  Secretary  of  the  Embassy 
having  gouged  a  Galway  gentleman  in  the  Phoenix,  the  mission 
took  very  well.  The  Ambassador’s  name  was  Mr.  Bankrupt. 

Such,  then,  is  a  brief  sketch  of  the  position  of  the  affairs  of  the 
world  when  Daniel  O’Connell  ascended  the  throne  of  Brian  Bouru. 
Daniel’s  first  proceeding  was  to  provide  for  the  due  administration 
of  the  Executive;  to  which  end,  he  created  nine  and  fifty  sinecure 
offices,  with  incomes  varying  from  five  hundred  to  five  thousand 
pounds,  which  he  distributed  amongst  the  members  of  his  own 
family  and  his  immediate  retainers.  Such  prudence  and  watchful 
care  of  the  interests  and  welfare  of  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  the 
Monarch,  could  not  fail  to  be  received  as  a  pledge  of  the  anxiety 
with  which  he  would  labour  for  the  general  advantage  of  all  the 
happy  sons  of  green  and  glorious  Ireland — “  The  first  flower,” 
&c.  &c.  &c. 

So,  at  least,  said  the  Pilot  Newspaper;  and  the  more  credit  is,  of 
course,  to  be  attached  to  its  opinions,  that  it  was,  immediately  after 
the  accession,  created  the  official  Government  organ. 

Amongst  the  promotions  and  appointments  which  signalised  the 
beginning  of  Daniel’s  reign,  we  may  mention  that  of  Mr.  Steele  to 
the  Eoreign  Secretaryship;  Sir  Valentine  Blake  to  the  Home 
Department;  and  Mr.  Dillon  Browne  to  the  Chancellorship  of  the 
Exchequer.  The  command  of  the  Army  was  entrusted  to  Prince 
Morgan  BrianBouru  O’Connell,  the  three-weeks-old  grandson  of  the 
Sovereign.  As  for  the  forces  themselves,  they  consisted  of  about 

*  We  retract  these  praises.  It  dil’nt  pay  after  all. 
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100,000  officers  of  all  grades,  and  no  men.  Prince  Nicholas  Paddy 
Whack  O’Connell,  another  of  the  Iloyal  grandsons,  was  constituted 
Lord  High  Admiral,  some  grumblers  at  the  appointment  being 
silenced  by  the  argument  that  the  infant  sailor  was  perfectly  capable 
of  commanding  the  navy,  inasmuch  as  no  ships  had  yet  been  built, 
or  were  likely  to  be  in  a  hurry. 

It  may,  perhaps,  be  stated,  that  Mr.  B.  Disraeli  and  Mr.  P. 
Borthwick  came  over  to  Ireland,  in  the  hopes  of  picking  up  some¬ 
thing  during  the  formation  of  the  new  Government,  but  returned 
in  disgust,  although  munificently  offered  situations  as  full  policemen 
in  the  Kerry  Constabulary. 

The  machinery  of  Government  being  so  far  organised,  Daniel 
turned  his  attention  to  the  means  of  raising  a  revenue,  prior  to  the 
meeting  of  the  first  Repeal  Parliament,  and,  by  an  Order  in  Council, 
imposes  a  tax  upon  every  person  having  a  right  to  the  title  of 
“  Gentleman”  in  Ireland — each  man  to  be  judge  of  his  own  claims. 
The  consequence,  of  course,  was,  that  there  was  not  a  ragged 
bog-trotter  in  Green  Erin  but  contributed  his  share. 

Means  were  then  taken  to  encourage  those  commercial  and  in¬ 
dustrial  pursuits,  which  Ireland  has  long  been  pre-eminent  in;  and 
two  grand  Guilds  or  Crafts,  endowed  with  special  privileges,  were 
formed— the  one  called  the  “  Guild  of  the  United  Potato  Planters,” 
and  the  other  the  “  Guild  of  the  Incorporated  Bill  Discounters.” 

Meantime,  letters  patent,  summoning  the  Irish  Parliament  to 
meet  in  College  Green,  were  issued;  but  the  importance  of  the 
events  which  marked  the  first  Session  calls  for  another  chapter. 

(To  be  Continued.) 


Green  Peas  and  Green  Purchasers. — Hawkers  have  been 
selling  “  green  peas  from  Holland,”  at  sixpence  a  quart.  What 
next  ?  Probably  a  cargo  of  Nova  Zembla  pine-apples,  grown  on 
icebergs. 
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“M'MpJlii 


'Tis  the  saddest- looking  building  that  the 
world  has  ever  seen,  ^ 

With  its  front  of  dirty  stucco,  and  its  door  of 
dirty  green ; 

With  its  fragment  of  a  play  bill,  pasted  up  a 
year  ago, 

When  the  last  unlucky  lessee  wore  his  dia¬ 
dem  of  wee. 


The  small  vagabond,  who  trundles  his  bad  iron  hoop,  stands  still, 
And,  with  eyes  of  stupid  wonder,  tries  to  read  that  tattered  bill. 

’Twas  a  day  of  evil  omen,  when  that  edifice  was  built, 

Ay,  a  day  for  making  gingerbread,  that  never  could  be  gilt. 


The  first  victim  was  the  builder  ; — partial  Fame,  when  he  broke 
down, 

Did  not  trumpet  forth  his  glory,  but  gazetted  his  renown. 
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Then  a  man  came  from  the  country,  who  imagin’d  he  could  act, 
With  a  hundred  weight  of  genius,  and  a  semi-grain  of  tact. 


’Twas  the  maddest,  wildest  fancy,  since  the  days  of  ancient  Seth; 
He  thought  folks  would  pay  a  shilling,  just  to  see  him  act  Macbeth. 

So  the  man  became  a  lessee,  and  he  play’d  Macbeth  and  Lear, 

And  the  milkman  went  to  see  him,  and  the  boy  who  brought  the 
beer, — 


And  the  butcher  round  the  corner  an  admiring  lot  were  they, 
They  brought  loads  of  approbation  ;  but,  alas  !  they  did  not  pay. 

Then  the  manager  departed — not  a  soul  can  answer — where  ; 
People  knowT  not  if  he’s  living — what  is  worse,  they  do  not  care 
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Next  appear’d  another  lessee,  who  the  drama  would  reform, 

And  a  play  himself  had  written,  which  would  take  the  town  by  storm. 


Then  a  group  of  shabby  “ talent,”  sadly  hov’ring  at  the  door, 
aow  d  the  street  house  would  open,  ay,  and  close  too,  as  before. 
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There  was  something  in  their  aspect,  that  the  merest  child  might 
guess, 

The  approaching  undertaking  would  be  crown’d  with  unsuccess. 

On  their  white-seam’d  coats  so  seedy,  a  fiasco  you  might  trace, 

In  their  napless  hats  fiasco,  and  fiasco  in  their  face. 

And  the  theatre  did  open,  and  the  wondrous  play  was  play’d, 

And  a  marvellous  impression  on  a  dozen  souls  it  made. 

But  no  newspaper  in  England,  publish’d  by  the  day  or  week, 

Could  be  found  about  the  drama,  or  the  theatre  to  speak. 

Though  the  lessee  for  a  notice,  search’d  each  great  broad  sheet  of 
news, 

He  saw  nothing — nothing — nothing — he  had  gladly  found  abuse. 

So  he  turn’d  to  daring  fiction  for  a  solace  to  his  woe, 

And  his  bills  discours’d  of  houses,  that  were  cramm’d  to  overflow. 


But  the  traveller  who  journey’d  to  behold  the  mighty  “  hit,” 
Found  two  persons  in  the  boxes,  and  three  persons  in  the  pit. 


74 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


He  has  gone,  the  great  reformer — to  oblivion  has  he  past, 

Vanish’d,  too,  is  his  successor,  and  the  fourth,  the  fifth — the  last. 

Then  came  acrobats  and  jugglers,  like  a  gentle  gale  of  wind, 

They  made  little  noise  when  present,  and  they  left  no  trace  behind. 

The  legitimates  and  tumblers,  and  the  “  talents  ”  great  and  small, 
In  this  point  were  like  each  other — ’twas  a  smash  with  one  and  all. 

Oh,  I  hate  that  wretched  building — no  more  ghastly  sight  is  seen, 
Than  that  front  of  dirty  stucco,  than  that  door  of  dirty  green. 


THE  BILL  OP  THE  PLAY. 
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WHY  WE  HATE  CLACQUEURS. 

The  wharfingers  are  rogues,  to  a  man ;  I  know  it.  1  was  one  of 
them  for  ten  years. — Speech  in  the  House  of  Commons. 

MAN,  yes,  a  man  and  an 
author,  came  to  us  once  upon 
a  day,  and  told  us,  with  un¬ 
justifiable  glee,  that  a  farce  of 
his  was  to  be  produced  that  night 
at  a  certain  minor  theatre.  We 
say  unjustifiable  glee,  for  his 
farce  was  of  the  order  which 
neither  gods  nor  men  ought  to 
permit.  So,  indeed,  were  all  his 
farces. 

We  heard  the  man  coldly,  for  we  loved  him  little,  and  he  had 
borrowed  money  of  us,  and  had  not  returned  the  same.  So  we 
wished  him,  with  our  lips,  every  success,  and  were  proceeding  on 
our  way  to  chapel.  But  his  voice  arrested  us - 

“  If  ‘  Larks  and  Sparks  ’  is  fortunate,  old  fellow,  there  ’ll  be  some 
cash  for  you  on  Saturday.’' 

This  altered  the  state  of  the  case.  We  are  not  an  old  fellow, 
and  Tomkyns  had  no  right  to  call  us  so  ;  but  we  forgave  the  man, 
and  determined  that  “  Larks  and  Sparks,”  if  possible,  should  be 
fortunate.  We  did  not  go  to  chapel,  but  we  went  to  certain  shops 
and  purchased  three  articles  ;  to  wit — 

One  very  thick  stick. 

Item.  One  very  thick  high-low  boot.  Item.  Another  ditto. 

With  these  aids  on  our  feet  and  hands,  and  with  the  thoughts  of 
Saturday  on  our  mind,  we  went  to  the  theatre.  “Larks  and 
Sparks”  was  very  dreary.  0  dear  reader  !  We  are  not  sure  that 
we  would  not  almost  as  soon  have  seen  a  “  standard  comedy.” 

But  we  saved  the  farce. 
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Not  by  planting  ourselves  obtrusively  in  the  eye  of  the  public, 
and  proving  by  our  perpetual  and  galvanic  titter  that  we  had  come 
to  “  support  ”  the  piece,  as  authors’  friends — when  they  condescend 
to  exert  themselves  at  all — usually  do.  We  went  as  a  matter  of 
business,  and  did  our  work  in  a  business-like  manner.  As  Louis 
XIY.  was  L’Etat,  we  were  the  house.  We  permeated  the  place. 
We  sat  for  a  while  at  the  back  of  the  boxes,  and  stimulated  the 
aristocracy  who  came  in  with  orders.  It  is  astonishing  what  one 
resolute  stick  can  do  in  the  dress  circle.  Anon  we  descended  into 
the  pit,  and,  joining  a  cluster  O.P.,  we  insinuated  ourselves  into 
their  confidence,  and  stated,  boldly,  that  the  farce  was  by  the  cele¬ 
brated  Mr. - .  This  was  a  story,  a  shocking  story — but  it 

worked  a  truly  wonderful  change. 

While  the  words  were  Tomkyns’s,  people  yawned,  and  thought 

ofhissmg.  But,  on  suspicion  of  being  Mr. - ’s,  they  were 

taken  up  with  eagerness,  meanings  were  found  for  them,  and,  being 
found,  were  applauded.  We  went  to  the  other  side  of  the  pit,  and 
did  the  same  thing.  The  pit  was  ours,  and  we  thought  hopefully 
of  Saturday. 

Drearily  on  went  “  Larks  and  Sparks,”  but  there  was  many  a 
plaudit,  until  the  very  actors  looked  wonderingly  at  the  audience, 
and  the  actresses  imagined  that  they  must  have  been  surreptitiously 
made  to  speak  double  entendre ,  and  marvelled  at  the  skill  with 
which  it  had  been  hidden  from  their  practised  eyes.  The  low  co¬ 
median  told  the  author,  at  the  wing,  when  a  fresh  burst  of  applause 
broke  forth,  that  certainly  Hanwell  had  come  to  the  theatre  for 
a  holiday.  Tomkyns  himself  assented,  but  towards  the  end  of  the 
performance  secretly  compared  himself  to  Planche.  Hanwell, 
actor  !  Planche,  author  !  You  knew  nothing  about  it.  It  was 
Saturday  that  was  saving  your  farce. 

Finally,  ascending  into  the  slips,  we  sat  close  to  the  gallery,  and 
gave  full  vent  to  our  avarice.  We  stamped  and  shouted  and  thumped. 
The  gallery  love3  energy,  and  is  easily  led.  It  did  us  the  honour  of 
coinciding  with  us,  and  the  curtain  fell  upon  a  vile  tag  amid  thun- 
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ders  of  applause.  “Larks  and  Sparks  ”  was  to  be  repe^tid  every 
evening  till  further  notice. 

On  Saturday,  Tomkyns  went  to  :he  treasury  of  the  theatre,  and 
drew  money. 

“But  did  he  pay  you?” 

“  No.” 

And  ever  since  that  day  we  have  hated  all  clacqueurs,  and  every¬ 
body  else  who  applauds  anything.  And  we  never  see  a  pair  of 
hands  raised  for  clapping  without  some  desire  to  put  them  down  ; 
but  we  generally  stifle  our  feelings  (for,  being  turned  out  of  a  theatre 
in  these  days,  when  it  is  so  hard  to  get  anybody  in,  would  be  too 
humiliating),  and  mutter — 

“  Yar!  you  think  you’ll  be  paid  on  Saturday — but  you  won’t.” 


LOW  DIET. 

We  have  observed,  during  the  past  month,  several  advertisements 
in  the  Herald  offering  “  Partial  Board.”  Curious  to  know  what 
this  dietary  consisted  of,  we  made  enquiries,  and  have  been  supplied 
with  the  following  tariff  : 

Breakfast. — Half  a  cup  of  coffee  ;  no  sugar  ;  the  top  of  an 
egg,  and  the  crust  from  the  round  of  toast. 

Dinner. — The  first  cut  of  a  leg  of  mutton  :  the  stalk  part  of  a 
cauliflower  :  a  Brussels’  sprout,  and  the  circular  top  crust  of  a 
pudding. 

Dessert. — A  toothpick. 

Tea. — All  that  the  tea  leaves. 

Supper. — Considered  unwholesome. 


Where’s  the  West-end? 
At  Bow,  ’tis  at  Cheapside.  In  Fleet- street, 
At  the  Haymarket ;  and  there, 

In  Piccadilly,  or  the  Lord  knows  where. 
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THE  OPERATIC  WAR. 

RATE  of  the  war  in  Portugal — which  is 
conducted  by  the  two  opposing  armies  sit¬ 
ting  down  and  tranquilly  taking  sights  at 
each  other  ;  talk  of  the  war  in  Mexico— 
which  is  conducted  by  Yankee  volunteers, 
who  cut  away  home  whenever  there  is  the 
least  chance  of  bayonet  crossing  bayonet ; 
talk  of  the  Montagues  and  Capulets — who 
conducted  the  civil  war  of  Yerona  by  the 
curious  process  of  “  biting  their  thumbs  ”  at 
each  other  •,  talk  of  the  Brownes  and  the 
Joneses — who  lead  the  rival  factions  in  Widdrington-square  and 
the  streets  thereto  adjoining ;  talk  of  any  other  sanguinary  and 
appalling  series  of  terrific  combats  you  please;  the  great  civil  war 
at  present  raging  between  the  rival  operas— the  opposing  generals 
being  Lumley  and  Beale — is,  undoubtedly,  the  most  absorbing  and 
momentous.  The  vigour  with  which  the  heaviest  charges  are,  in 
turn,  made  and  repelled — the  close  columns  (of  type)  which  either 
party  pours  upon  the  other — the  masked  batteries  continually 
being  opened — the  cross-fire  of  paragraphs  eternally  kept  up — all 
conspire  to  render  the  campaign  one  of  unusual  interest. 

From  the  latest  bulletins  we  gather  the  following  particulars  : — 
Sunday  last  passed  over  tranquilly ;  but  on  Monday  morning 
the  Morning  Chronicle  artillery — Beale’s  heaviest  and  most  efficient 
metal — opened  a  tremendous  cannonade,  which,  although  promptly 
replied  to  by  a  masked  battery  from  the  Times ,  did  great  execution. 
A  few  squibs — they  could  not  be  called  rockets — thrown  up  by  the 
Lumley  forces — failed  to  create  ar  y  diversion,  except  at  the  expense  of 
their  authors.  The  orchestral  heavy  dragoons  of  the  Haymarket  army 
next  attempted  to  show  some  fight ;  but,  deprived  of  their  leaders, 
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their  charges  were  quite  ineffective  ;  and  a  mortar  or  two  having  been 
directed  against  them,  their  position  was  soon  blown  up,  the  shells 
thrown  amongst  them  turning  out  to  be  veritable  hoisters.  A 
couple  of  columns  of  the  Morning  Post  reserved  infantry  (heavies) 
were  then  brought  up  :  skirmishers  were  thrown  out,  princi¬ 
pally  consisting  of  General  Lumley’s  body-guard,  to  cover  his 
weak  points,  but  they  were  so  numerous,  that  the  Beale  riflemen 
were  enabled  to  act  with  great  effect  against  them. 

Several  regiments  of  General  Lumley’s  army  had  deserted  to 
the  other  side,  headed  by  the  oldest  and  most  skilful  of  his  generals. 
However,  recruiting  sergeant  Balfe  has  opened  several  Continental 
enlisting  stations,  and  advertised  for  as  great  a  number  as  possible 
of  “  fine  high-spirited  young  men  so  that  it  is  expected  that  the 
fights,  when  the  pitched  battle  season  comes  on,  will  be  contested 
with  tremendous  vigour. 

We  lately  paid  a  visit  to  Marshal  Beale’s  camp.  We  found  it 
surrounded  by  a  strong  stockade — or,  in  other  words,  a  hoarding — 
behind  which  was  reared  a  formidable  bulwark — composed  princi¬ 
pally  of  old  decorations — flats — pantomime  tricks,  &c.,  which  fully 
proved  that  the  destruction  of  properties,  to  rear  the  fortifications, 
must  have  been  immense.  The  sentinel  at  the  stage  door  duly 
carried  arms — as,  indeed,  do  most  people  who  have  not  had  them 
cut  off.  In  the  camp  we  found  all  bustle  and  high  spirits.  It  is 
being  very  much  enlarged,  so  as  to  enable  General  Beale 
to  come  out  with  a  great  force ;  and,  from  the  general  aspect 
of  affairs,  it  struck  us  that,  should  the  Lumley  troops  attempt, 
in  their  attack  upon  the  Covent  Garden  camp,  to  carry  all  before 
them,  the  first  box  in  which  they  will  find  themselves  will  be  the 
wrong  one.  The  training  of  the  recruits  was  proceeding,  in  a  quiet 
way,  but  with  great  vigour,  when  we  looked  in.  In  fact,  the  Chorus 
was  being  well  drilled,  without  parade;  whilst,  in  the  cheerful  note 
of  practising  cornets-a-piston,  wre  thought  we  could  discover  the 
sound  of  the  trumpet  of  victory. 
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OUR  PORTRAIT  GALLERY. 

The  Man  in  the  Moon  has  peculiar  opportunities  of  taking  a 
novel  series  of  portraits  of  passing  individuals.  The  novelty  will 
consist  in  the  power  of  delineating  the  inside,  as  well  as  the  outside, 
of  the  head  of  the  subject.  The  artist,  wondering  where  the  con¬ 
tinued  flow  of  harmony  comes  from,  commences  with  the  head  cf 


Why  is  a  man  twice  buried  like  a  new  opera? — Because  he  has 
to  be  re-hearsed ■ 
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LAYS  OF  THE  MORNING  AFTER. 


No.  I. 


Vert  seedy  I  feel  this  morning,  and  my  head  aches  cruelly  bad, 
My  brow  goes  throb,  throb,  throbbing — as  the  vulgar  say  “  like  mad 
I  never  can  eat  any  breakfast,  for  rolls  are  hateful  things, 

And  I  fear  to  meet  the  maiden’s  glance  who  up  my  coffee  brings. 

For  I  went  to  bed  in  my  dirty  boots,  when  I  came  home  last  night, 
And  I  dropped  the  candle  on  the  floor  in  trying  to  get  a  light, 

And  I  cursed  the  lucifer  matches  so  loud,  I’ve  a  sort  of  fear 
Of  the  other  lodgers’  grumblings  from  my  landlady  to  hear. 

Is  it  not  strange  that  evening’s  joys  will  not  bear  morn’s  reflection  ? 
That  things  so  pleasant  overnight,  are  fraught  with  such  deep  de¬ 
jection  ? 

I  but  drank  eight  glasses  of  whiskey  punch  (to  sa>  nothing  of  half- 
and-half), 

And  merrily  passed  the  smaller  hours  in  hilarious  song  and  laugh . 
No.  2.  a 
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And  we  broke  not  up  till  six  o’clock — as  to  five,  I’m  certain  quite  ; 
Eor  that’s  the  hour  my  watch  points  to.  (It  wasn’t  wound  up  last 
night.) 

Oh,  this  head  so  hot — this  throat  so  parched — undoubtedly  I  mu«t 
wet  it ; 

I’ve  lots  of  work — but  I  only  wish  my  worthy  employers  may  get  it. 


PROVERBS  EXEMPLIFIED. 

Everything  comes  if  you  wait  for  it — The  last  week  of  the 
Chinese  Collection  is  advertised. 

What's  violent  never  lasts  long. — Madame  Anna  Bishop’s  career 
at  Drury  Lane. 

“  Evil  communications  corrupt  good  manners.” — Stupid  letters  to 
the  Times  provoke  abrupt  answers  :  Maidstone  to  wit. 

Two  of  a  trade  never  agree. — Holloway  and  Morison  never 
agree  with  anybody. 

Slow  and  sure. — The  Curtain  is  very  “  slow,  and  sure”  to  fail. 

Beggars  mustn’t  be  choosers. — O’Connell  never  chooses  at  all,  but 
takes  everything  as  it  comes. 

Out  of  sight ,  out  of  mind. — Lord  Brougham  has  not  been  seen 
anywhere  for  a  long  time,  and  is  quite  out  of  his  mind. 

N.B. — If  we  had  not  outlawed  the  Wellington  Statue  we  might 
have  added,  “  What  goes  up  must  come  down” 


Considerate.- — It  is,  we  suppose,  with  a  view  to  the  relief  of 
Irish  famine,  that  the  British  Parliament  have  begun  to  keep  open 
house. 

We  hear  of  the  Law  of  Settlement,  as  connected  with  Unions — 
it  ought  to  be  called  the  Law  of  Penal  Settlement. 

The  Pope  has  abolished  the  toe-kissing  business.  The  tribute  in 
question  will  no  longer,  therefore*  be  paid  upon  the  nail. 
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THE  LETTER-BOX. 

PILFERINGS  FROM  THE  POST. 

No.  I. 

Misft  Jemima  Craggs  to  a  Frieiid. 

Dearest  Carryline, — 

This  comes  to  inform  you  that  I  can’t  come  to  Tea  tomorrer  with 
you,  bein  confined  to  Bedd  with  a  orrible  atack  of  2-thake,  and 
an  effection  of  the  hart. 

You  are  awer,  my  dear  Carryline,  as  about  two  yers  back  (come 
next  febbiwerry)  I  formed  a  militery  detachment  (Samewel  Yilkins 
by  Name),  a  privet  in  the  1st  Phoot.  He  was  not  one  of  them  wild, 
rickitty  young  fellers,  but  a  quiet,  steddy,  peaseable,  say-nothink- 
to-nobiddy  young  Man,  as  woodent  have  kill’d  a  Fly — at  least, 
without  Orders.  I  didn’t  care  so  much  about  him  at  fust,  but  took 
to  him  ’cause  Polly  Smith  wanted  him  to  keep  company  with  her. 

Well,  he  came  ruther  dear — his  Pay  wosn’t  much  (some  odd 
Coppers  per  day  only),  and  wen  we  went  out  I  had  to  stand  every  - 
think — till  I  coodent  have  stood  it  much  longer,  but  his  regimen 
was  ordered  off  to  Ingy,  and  we  sepperated,  vowin  all  Sorts  of 
things. 

Well,  time  went  on,  and  I  heerd  nothink  of  Samewel.  Mean¬ 
while,  young  Sarnders,  at  the  geeengrocer’s  used  to  be  very  sevil, 
and  walk  me  out  on  Sundies,  and  last  Sundy  week  he  regerlerly 
perposed,  and  I  excepted.  But  last  Tewsday — there  comes  a 
letter,  and — ho!  Carryline! — Samewel  Yilkins  had  come  Back! — 
and  havin  brot  home  a  bit  of  Money,  wished  to  rinew  our  engage- 
mints.  The  note  sed  he  wd  have  to  remain  at  Chatham  for  a 
week — but  that  if  I  could  get  down  to  Greavesend  on  Thursday,  he 
wood  bo  in  the  “Jolly  Krickiters  ”  parler  from  1  till  3. 
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Same  day,  come  a  note  from  Young  Sarnders,  with  a  goold 
weddin  wring,  wropped  up  in  tisher  paper,  and  some  yerses  about 
happiniss  and  comfort,  all  which  I  reterned  immedetly  with  a  per¬ 
lite  note — sayin  it  was  Like  his  Impidence,  sendin  me  his  Rubbage, 
and  hoped  as,  For  the  future,  he’d  Keep  hisself  To  hisself. 

Then,  on  Thursdy,  down  I  goes  to  Greavesend.  I  found  out  the 
Krickiters  and  stept  into  the  Parler — Time  \  past  2. 

A  yaller-faced  Man,  with  a  wooden  Legg,  jumped  up,  as  I 
walked  in,  and  ketched  me  in  his  Arms.  “  Murder!  ”  (I  hollers) 
“  Leave  me  be,  instinctly,  you  impident  Scoundril,  or  Samewel 
Vilkins  shall  come  and  Punch  your  Ed !  ” 

“  Jemimer,”  says  the  yaller-faced  wooden-leggid  Manases  he, 
“  While  Samewel  Vilkins  lives — never  will  he  be  such  a  Fool  as 
to  Punch  his  own  Ed!” 

0  Good  Evins!  I  fainted! — It  wos  Him!  He  had  lost  his  Legg 
while  advancin  with  the  First  Phoot ! 

O!  it  give  me  such  a  Turn!— Couldn’t  he  have  broke  that  Legg 
to  me  by  Degrees! 

*  *  *  sfc  # 

When  I  went  back,  it  wos  porin  with  reign — The  cabbins  was 
both  chuck  full— I  had  on  a  white  muzzlin  Dress,  a  green  silk 
Spincer,  a  crimsin  parisoul,  a  blue  silk  bonnet  lined  with  yaller, 
artifishall  poppis  and  toolips,  and  thin  shooze  with  sandles — and 
perple  gloves.  They  was  all  spilt — soppin! 

All  the  crimsin  run  off  the  parisoul  onto  the  muzzlin,  the  bonnet 
was  soked  till  the  linin  turned  a  nasty  muddly  green,  the  shooze 
got  so  wet  that  eviry  step  I  took  they  skwulched  like  wet  brown 
Paper — I  was  all  ringin! — wherever  I  stood  there  I  made  a  pool. 

O  !  I’ve  ad  such  a  Cold  !  And  such  a  2-thake!  I  dremt 
wen  I  went  to  bed  that  wooden  Leggs,  without  peeple,  was  walkin 
about  the  room  and  crawlin  over  me  all  night,  then  that  I  was  a 
Dutch  Doll,  and  that  they  was  peggin  me  on  a  pair  of  wooden 
Leggs  at  my  nee  jints !  Next  day  I  ad  another  Letter  from  Same¬ 
wel  with  an  orfer — I  dont  No  what  to  Do — His  wooden  Legg  goes 
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to  my  very  Hart !  If  I  conscent  and  we  2  become  1  we  shall  only 
have  3  Leggs  and  some  odd  Timber  to  support  us!  We  shall  be 
what’they  call  a  Human  Tripod !  I  have  thought  of  perswading 
him  to  gloo  a  Blucher  on  to  the  end  of  his  Wooden  Legg  and  wear 
Strapps.  But  alas !  what  a  veil  is  a  Blucher  against  a  Breaking 
Hart,  and  how  weak  is  Timber  when  the  effections  are  at  Stake ! 

Earewell — Your  unappy  Friend, 

Jemima  Cragg. 


TAKEN  HP  BY  TUB  PELISSE. 
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THE  BURIAL  OF  PANTOMIME. 


Not  a  laugh  was  heard — not  a  topical  joke. 

As  its  corpse  to  oblivion  we  hurried, 

Not  a  paper  a  word  in  its  favour  spoke 
On  the  pantomime  going  to  be  buried. 

We  buried  it  after  the  Boxing-night, 

The  folks  from  our  galleries  turning, 

For  we  knew  that  it  scarcely  would  pay  for  the  light 
Of  the  star  in  the  last  scene  burning. 

No  useless  playbill  put  forth  a  puff, 

How  splendid  the  public  had  found  it. 

But  it  lay  like  a  piece  that  had  been  call’d  “  Stuff,” 
With  a  very  wet  blanket  round  it. 

Stoutly  and  long  all  the  audience  hiss’d, 

When  they  found  neither  sense  nor  reason; 

But  we  steadfastly  dwelt  on  the  points  we  had  miss’d, 
And  we  bitterly  thought  of  next  season. 
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We  thought,  when  wc  felt  it  was  really  dead, 

As  we  pass’d  old  Co  vent  Garden, 

That  Opera  and  Ballet  would  take  up  its  place, 
And  we  not  be  worth  half  a  farden. 

Loudly  old  gentlemen  still  will  prate, 

As  they  always  do,  of  past  actors; 

But  we  know  that  poor  Mathews’  and  Howell’s  fate 
Was  as  bad  as  a  malefactor’s. 

Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  it  down, 

For  we  knew  that  we  couldn’t  make  bad  well, 

And  we  felt  that  the  prestige  was  vanish’d  at  last, 
But  we  drank  to  the  health  of  poor  Brad  well. 


ANOTHER  WRETCHED  RIDDLE. 

Why  is  a  surgeon,  since  the  aether  discovery,  like  a  swindler  ? 
Because  he  cuts  off  without  payin'  (pain). 

N.B.  We  are  convinced  that  our  readers  won’t  stand  many  more 
of  these. 


The  Count  de  Montemolin  has  lately  been  entertaining  himself 
by  commanding  plajs  at  the  different  Theatres.  The  following 
are  about  to  be  represented  at  his  wish. 

Haymarket. — The  Invisible  Prince,  and  the  Young  Pretender 
Sadler’s  Wells. — King  and  no  King,  and  Out  of  Luck. 
Princess’. — He  Would  and  he  Would  Not,  and  He  Would  if 
he  Could. 


Dramatic  Intelligence. — The  “Round  of  Wrong”  having 
proved  so  successful  at  the  Haymarket,  it  is  to  be  followed  up  by 
the  “  Square  of  Right.”  Thus  will  be  solved  the  problem  of 
squaring  the  circle. 
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(copy  of  affidavit.) 

George  Ohdear,  philosophical 
historian  and  lyric  poet,  maketh 
oath  and  sayeth — 


1.  That  the  above  are  true,  exact,  and 
faithful  portraits  of  the  pens  with  which  he 
was  supplied,  to  write  “  A  Shower  of  Frogs,” 
in  the  Crown  Tavern. 

On  indignantly  summonsing  the  waiter  and  demanding  if  there 
were  no  more  practicable  writing  implements  in  the  house — was 
answered  in  the  negative ;  hut  told  he  could  have  a  knife  to  mend 
tiiem. 
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2.  He  maketh  another  oath  and  sayeth,  that  the  above  are  true, 
exact,  and  faithful  portraits  of  the  knives  wherewith  to  mend  the 
aforesaid  pens  he  was  supplied  with  at  the  Crown  Tavern. 

AlTof  which  he  declares  to  be  true. 

m 

(Signed)  George  Ohdear. 

As  witness  my  hand  and  seal, 

Henry  Bayless, 

J.  P.,*  and  Custus  Bottleorum. 

*J.  P.,  otherwise  Jolly  Person. 


''V-V 
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THE  BALANCE  OF  HAPPINESS. 


A  LAY  OF  A  BACHELOR. 


I  like  Kate  Clifford  quite  as  well  as  anything  in  life. 

And  think  the  pretty  girl  would  make  a  very  charming  wife. 
But  really — when  I  come  to  think — though  she’s  so  very  nice, 
I  can’t  make  up  my  mind  :  ’tis  such  an  awful  sacrifice  ! 
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My  brother  has  been  married  now  about  a  year,  or  more, 

And  always  swears  he  never  knew  true  happiness  before  ; 

But  married  men,  when  once  they’re  caught,  will  always  tell 
you  so, 

Though,  to  my  mind,  they  always  seem  to  be  immensely  slow. 

It’s  capital,  I  know,  no  more  by  buttons  to  be  pained, 

And  all  your  handkerchiefs  to  chime  with  “  lists  to  be  retained.” 
But  there  are  lots  of  beaming  eyes,  who  having  naught  to  do. 

Will  sew  no  end  of  buttons  on,  and  mark  your  cambric,  too. 

I  don’t  deny,  I’m  sure,  not  I,  that  ’tis  a  charming  sight 
To  see  a  fair  face  greeting  you  when  you  return  at  night. 

But  then  a  demon  whispers  me,  in  accents  deep  and  clear, 
However  fair  one  face  may  wear — and  that  is  what  I  fear. 

I’m  partial  to  society  ;  ’tis  excellent  to  twirl 
In  some  fast  after-supper  Polka  with  a  lovely  girl. 

But  when  it  comes  to  be  your  wife,  it  must  be  somewhat  fiat. 

There  can  be  little  novelty  in  such  a  twirl  as  that! 

I  like  my  pipe :  I  like  my  horse :  my  latch-key  I  adore : 

I  like  to  racket  every  night  and  go  to  bed  at  four. 

I  like  a  cobbler  at  Laurent’s  Casino,  in  the  Strand ; 

I  like  a  Valse  a  deux  temps ,  danced  to  Weippert’s  lovely  band. 

But  I  don’t  like  a  tea-kettle :  a  clean  hearth  I  despise : 

I  like  to  slumber  when  I  please,  and  when  I  please  to  rise  ; 

And  though  Kate  Clifford ’s  very  nice  —  I’ve  heard  her  call’d 
divine — 

I  really  am  afraid  she’d  breakfast  every  morn  at  nine. 

And  yet  ’tis  painful  so  to  do,  when  not  in  bed  till  four: 

But  then  you’ll  say,  that  must  not  be:  I  know  it:  what  a  bore ! 
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All  daylight  is  so  very  slow,  I  only  love  the  light 

That  comes  from  wax,  and  oil,  and  gas  :  that  is,  I  love  the  night. 

I  know  that,  in  my  rooms,  I  pay  four  times  their  price  for  coals, 

I  know  my  things  come  from  the  laundress — when  they  do — in  holes. 
I  know  ’tis  dreary  to  go  home  to  chambers  dark  and  cold: 

I  know  flirtations  make  my  heart  sometimes  too  hot  to  hold. 

But  still  I  cannot  yet  agree  to  sacrifice  myself. 

I’m  not  a  fortune  hunter,  for  I  do  not  look  for  pelf. 

But  ’till  I  find  some  gentle  mind,  who’ll  quite  agree  with  mine, 

In  lucifers  and  latch-keys,  why,  a  bachelor  I’ll  pine. 


COCKNEY  CONUNDRUM. 

Why  are  all  Highgate  people  agreeable  ? 
Because  they ’ve  such  an  arch  way. 


To  Persons  in  Want  of  Employment. — Since  the  impetus 
which  the  invitations  of  provincial  Athenaeums  and  Parthenons  to 
authors  to  preside  at  their  meetings  have  given  to  the  trade  of 
popular  writers,  all  literary  institutions  offer  great  opportunities  for 
literary  gentlemen  to  go  out  chairing. 


The  Legitimate  Drama.  —  A  doubt  having  been  raised 
amongst  the  critics  as  to  the  probability  of  Mrs.  Butler’s  drawing, 
we  beg  to  put  the  matter  at  rest,  by  assuring  them  that  she  would 
draw,  and  to  a  great  amount — from  the  treasury. 


A  Transatlantic  Sentiment, — “  The  Stars  and  Stripes—*/,  e., 
Lashes  for  our  Niggers,  and  Dollars  for  Ourselves.” 
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THE  LATE  HOUR  SYSTEM. 

Determined  to  swell  the  philanthropic  cry  against  this  social  nui¬ 
sance,  we  started  a  Commissioner,  armed  with  full  power  to  take 
evidence,  examine  books  and  papers  (when  and  where  he  could 
get  them)  upon  the  subject,  and  report  to  us  the  result. 

Our  Commissioner  has  been  industrious,  having  already  taken 
evidence  sufficient  to  fill  a  blue  book  of  at  least  1800  pages,  with  an 
appendix  of  2000  more.  We  shall  Content  ourselves,  however, 
with  some  short  extracts  from  the  mass  of  testimony  adduced. 


“  Frederick  Smithers  called  and  examined  :  Is  a  martyr  to 
the  late  hour  system.  By  the  term  ‘  late  hours’  means  not  going 
home  till  three  and  four  o’clock  in  the  morning.  Thinks  it  is 
undermining  his  health.  Is  sometimes  so  exhausted  as  not  to  be 
able  to  open  the  door  with  a  latch-key.  The  system  in  his  opinion 
tends  to  bewilder  the  faculties.  Has  tried  to  go  home  to  Camden- 
town  from  the  Rainbow  in  Fleet- street  by  the  Blackfriars-bridge- 
road.  Never  succeeded.  Feels  terribly  seedy  the  next  ‘  morning. 
Never  tries  to  improve  his  mind.  Don’t  seem  to  care  about  it. 
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Bother  his  mind.  Does  not  know  the  meaning  of  syncretic  ;  thinks 
it  a  learned  word  for  stupid.’* 

Erom  this  reply  it  was  evident  that  the  witness’s  intellectual 
faculties  were  in  a  more  satisfactory  state  than  could  have  been  an¬ 
ticipated.  He  was  ordered  to  stand  down. 


44  Jack  Wilson  :  Keeps  late  hours.  Likes  late  hours.  Considers 
them  the  Stilton — rather.  Is  a  fast  man.  A  slow  man  is  an  indi¬ 
vidual  who  goes  to  bed  at  eleven  o’clock.  Begins  to  spend  the 
evening  about  two  o’clock.  Likes  to  see  life,  believes  you  my 
boy.  Never  says  die.  Has  had  delirium  tremens  four  times.  Rather 
likes  it.  Considers  it  gentlemanly  and  man-about-townish.  Is  six¬ 
teen  years  of  age.  Has  tried  to  get  up  a  moustache.  Nothis  fault  that 
it  won’t  grow.  Likes  to  go  behind  the  scenes  of  theatres.  Never  was 
there.  Expects  to — rather.  Snobs  go  home  with  the  supper  beer. 
Nobs  come  in  with  the  milk.  Comes  in  with,  the  milk  himself. 
Shall  continue  to  do  so.  Don’t  know  what  a  philanthropist  is. 
Wishes  to  know  if  it  would  be  a  good  character  for  a  Bal  Masque. 
Considers  that  he  moves  in  good  society.  Knows  eleven  fighting 
men  and  three  professional  comic  singers.  Shall  agitate  for  the  Late 
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Hour  System.  Wishes  to  know  what  the  Commissioner  is  going  to 
;tand.” 

The  witness  was  ordered  out  instanter. 


“John - ,  examined:  Is  a  waiter.  Never  heard  his  other  name. 

Don’t  think  he  has  got  one.  Hates  the  Late  Hour  System.  Gets 
desperately  sleepy  about  one.  Has  often  to  be  up  until  four  and 
six.  Speeches  be  blowed.  Thinks  comic  songs  gammon.  Is  of 
opinion  that  chaff  is  rubbage.  Is'sick  of  screws  and  goes.  Wishes 
it  was  Saturday  night  all  the  week.  Knows  last  witness.  Hates 
him.  If  late  hours  are  not  put  down,  intends  to  volunteer  for 
Norfolk  Island.  Believes  kangaroos  to  be  more  sensible  than 
Christians.  Wishes  he  had  been  born  a  kangaroo.” 

The  Enquiry  was  here  adjourned,  owing  to  the  excited  state  of 
last  witness. 


Important  Caution. — Railway  travellers  are  requested  to  take 
notice  that  no  copy  of  “  Bradshaw’s  Guide  ”  is  complete,  unless 
the  current  number  of  The  Man  in  tile  Moon  is  purchased  with  it. 
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MORE  NOVELTY  IN  SHIRTS. 

We  are  delighted  to  observe  that  the  illustrated  shirt  mania  is 
taking  a  useful  as  well  as  an  ornamental  turn.  The  wavy  lines  and 
intertwined  tracery  which  have  lately  made  the  bosoms  of  gentle¬ 
men  appear  to  be  covered  with  the  paper  hangings  of  their  own 
parlours,  were  all  very  well  in  their  way ;  but,  alas  !  the  graceful 
design  too  often  mocked  the  pangs  of  a  troubled  breast — and  blue 
ballet  girls  danced  mockingly  over  hollow  hearts. 


It  has  been  determined,  therefore,  to  blend,  in  the  corazza  of  the 
Gent,  the  stern  features  of  fact  with  the  uncertain  lineaments  of 
fancy.  We  had  moral  pocket  handkerchiefs — why  not  have  geogra¬ 
phical  shirts  ?  Railways  are  part  of  every  body’s  business.  By  a 
Railway  shirt  we  should  certainly  be  bringing  them  home  to  every¬ 
body’s  bosom.  Echo,  then,  having  replied  in  the  affirmative  to  our 
question  of  “  Shall  we  invent  a  Railway  shirt  ?”  we  beg  to  submit 
the  accompanying  design  to  Railway  travellers,  and  Commercial 
gents,  in  particular,  directing  their  attention  to  its  evident  advan¬ 
tages,  and  trusting  that  none  of  them  will  ever  be  so  hard  run  as 
to  prevent  them  from  making  a  shift  to  purchase  our  Patent 
Registered  Railway  Corazza. 
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PICTORIAL  GEOGRAPHY. 


THE  VALET  OP  THE  MEWS. 


The  Best  Regenerator  for  Ireland. — A  gastronomic  re 
generator. 


Retribution. — The  writers  of  the  various  Christmas  books,  with 
which  the  town  has  been  deluged,  are  to  be  forbidden  the  use  of 
pens,  ink,  and  paper,  for  the  remainder  of  their  lives. 


Advice  Gratis. — To  the  proprietors  of  the  Curtain .  Drop  it. 
No.  2.  p 
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HOW  TO  WET  YOUR  WHISTLE  BY 
PIPING  YOUR  EYE. 

A  TRAGI-COMEDY  IN  ONE  ACT. 


CHARACTERS. 

Mr.  Mute,  Undertaker.  (Funerals performed.) 

Mr.  Mizzle,  Gent.  ( Morals  unformed.) 

Scene. — Mr.  Mute's  back  parlour  behind  the  shop.  Mr.  Mute  dis¬ 
covered  in  a  pensive — i.e.,  -professional  attitude.  Enter  Mizzle 
distractedly,  a  white  handkerchief  to  his  eye. 

Mizzle.  This  is  Mr.  Mute’s?  [ Sobs. 

Mute.  It  is,  sir,  pray  take  a  chair;  I  deeply  sympathise— 

Mizzle.  Alas!  alas! 

Mute.  But  life  is  short. 

Mizzle.  So  dear  a  friend — and  in  his  prime,  too. 

Mute.  Flesh  is  grass — but  a  handsome  funeral — 

Mizzle  ( With  an  hysteric  outburst  of  grief).  That  I  should  have 
lived  to  see  him  die  !  [Sobs. 

Mute  ( Sympathisingly).  Pray  don’t  take  on  so,  sir — 

Mizzle  (Frantically) .  Oh!  dear — dear — dear — dear!!! 

Mute.  Perhaps  sir — you  seem — so  much  distressed  you  would  like 
ust  a  leetle  drop  of  summut — just  as  I  may  say  as  a  refresher — 
Mizzle.  Thank  you  Mr.  Mute — thanks.  You  are  an  undertaker 
but  you  have  a  feeling  heart — I  will.  [Nota. 

Mute  (Bows  and  places  wine).  I  think,  sir,  you  will  like  the  port. 
Mizzle  (Drinks  a  tumbler  full).  Very,  very  good — but  the  heart 
— Mr.  Mute — the  heart  refuses  to  be  comforted. 

[Drinks  another  tumbler  full. 
Mute.  And  relating  to  business — sir? 
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Mizzle.  True,  true — the  handsomest  funeral — no  expense 
( Drinks) — four  coffins — lead — oak — elm — and  mahogany. 

Mute  ( deferentially ).  Just  try  another  glass,  sir — 

Mizzle.  I  will — (Drinks).  Hearse  with  six  horses,  eight  Eo-ain- 
ing  coaches,  four  horses  in  each — dear — dear. 

[Sobs  first  and  drinks  affcr&w  fiL 

Mute  (with  profound  respect).  Leave  all  to  me,  sir — I  Kn&ftaaUmE. 
— dear,  dear — what  a  thing  it  is  to  leave  affectionate  relatives.. 

Mizzle.  Of  course  you  find  plumes,  scarfs,  hatchmente,  ait 
that  ?  £c02sw&e. 

Mute.  Everything,  sir,  everything. 

Mizzle.  Well,  then,  Mr.  Mute,  I  believe  our  melancholy fasdiaam 
is  finished.  I — I  honour  you  Mr.  Mute.  You  are  a 
Mute — (Shakes  his  hand  affectionately.) — And  your  port  k 
lent,  Mute. 

Mute.  Oh  dear,  sir.  You  do  me  too  much’  honour — 
your  pardon — before  you  go — there's  just  one  little  tbtng — *$mxm 
am  I  to  find  the  body? 

Mizzle.  Bless  me,  bless  me — what  have  I  been  about— &-s£  33$* 
head  is  all  in  a  whirl. 

Mute.  Just  take  a  little  drop  more. 

Mizzle.  Thank  you.  (Drinks.)  You  find  everyth® g 
I  think  you  said,  Mr.  Mute  ? 

Mute.  I  do,  sir. 

Mizzle.  Then — Mute — find  the  body. 

(Mizzle  mizzles ,  whilst  Mute  is  struck  dumb.  : 

CURTAIN  FALLS. 


Disgraceful  Outrage. — Owing  to  Beale’s  laying  vtc  asadfe 
stress  upon  the  engagement  of  Costa,  Lumley  calls^him 
monger.  Beale  has  applied  at  Bow-street  for  protection. 

F  £ 
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THE  HITHER  OPERATIONS. 

Our  readers  have  already  been  made  familiar,  through  the  reports 
of  Mr.  Hale  Thomson’s  painless  operations,  in  the  Westminster 
Hospital,  with  the  beneficial  results  of  the  application  of  aether  to 
patients  before  an  operation.  It  is  intended  to  extend  the  sphere 
of  its  action,  so  that  it  may  become  a  blessing  to  various  classes, 
besides  those  about  to  undergo  the  ordeal  of  the  surgeon’s  knife. 
And  these  will  be  as  follows  : — 

Pianistes  at  Evening  Parties  who  will  forget  their  suffering,  and 
be  enabled  to  play  Polkas  and  deux  temps  waltzes  until  any  hour 
a.m.  of  the  next  day. 

Newspaper  critics  who  have  to  see  new  five-act  plays,  and  usually 
suffer  acutely  under  the  infliction. 

Ambitious  gentlemen  giving  dinner  parties  to  popular  artistes  at 
Greenwich  or  Richmond,  who  will  inhale  the  vapour  just  before 
paying  the  bill,  and  so  discharge  it  cheerfully. 

Horses  in  Hansom’s  cabs,  engaged  to  go,  on  the  Derby  day,  to 
Epsom  and  back  :  who  have,  hitherto,  always  knocked  up  at  the 
Cock  at  Sutton,  on  their  return. 

Unfortunate  Insolvents,  with  queer  schedules  preparing  for  their 
examination  before  the  Court  of  Bankruptcy  :  and  indolent  medi¬ 
cal  Students,  with  schedules  equally  unsatisfactory,  thinking  of 
the  neighbouring  Court  of  Examiners  in  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields. 

People  of  rational  intelligence  having  to  dine  with  slow  relations, 
from  whom  they  have  expectations. 

Mr.  Bunn  has  entered  a  protest  against  the  general  application 
of  the  aether.  He  says  he  would  not  bring  out  a  pantomime  with¬ 
out  Payne,  for  any  money. 

The  out-patients  of  the  various  hospitals,  undecided  between  the 
advantages  of  Animal  Magnetism  and  HSther  in  subduing  pain, 
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have  learned,  under  the  tuition  of  Exeter  Hall,  the  following  new  .. 
song  from  the  Beggar's  Opera  : — 

“  How  happy  could  I  be  with  aether,. 

Were  mesmeric  charmers  away  ; 

But  whilst  they  perplex  me  together,. 

I’ll  cut,  and  no  longer  will  stay. 

Sing  Robinson,  Thomson,  and  Cooper, 

Tol  lol  de  rol,  lol  de  rol  lay, 

There’s  nothing  like  aether  and  stupor, 

For  making  an  hospital  gay.” 


THE  ARMY  AXD  NAVY. 


Why  is  a  female  tea-thing  like  a  witch? 

Because  it’s  a  sauceress. 

Antiquarian. — The  modern  Scotch  are  descended  from  the 
ancient  Phoenicians— at  all  events  they'still  keep  up  the  practice  of 
coming  to  England  for  tin. 
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COCKNEY  GEOGRAPHY. 

RED-LION-SQUARE. 

BELIEVE  that,  of  the  origin  of  this  mys¬ 
terious  colony,  which,  lying  to  the  northward 
of  the  Great  Holbom  Channel,  forms  a  pleasing 
feature  in  the  overland  journey  from  Cheapside 
to  Russell-square,  little  is  accurately  known. 
It  is  said  to  have  been  discovered  some  time 
or  another  by  an  early  Italian  organ-boy,  who 
achieved  the  navigation  of  Red -Lion-Passage, 
and  circumambulated  the  Square  :  the  name  of 
this  adventurous  individual  has  been  unfortu¬ 
nately  lost  in  the  smoke  of  time. 

There  is  a  popular  tradition  that  the  first 
settlers  migrated  in  a  hacknev  coach  from  the 
western  districts  of  Bloomsbury  and  Bedford  : 
but  we  rather  incline  to  the  opinion  that  the 
Red-Lions  are  derived  from  the  Holbornian 
the  pure  Cockneysian  family,  with  a  slight  commingling 
«'f  aassecs  caused  by  incursions  of  the  Celtic,  or  Northern,  Tribes 
timsm  fie  Mountains  of  Holloway  and  Hampstead  ;  traces  of  the 
Bmssba  Conduit  physiognomy  are  also  distinctly  observable  in  the 
wOM  countenances  of  the  natives. 

jlissf  extent  of  the  Square  is  nearly  equal  to  that  of  the  largest 
MaiteBarinster  carpet,  with  a  small  green  baize  crumb-cloth  in  the 
aaatee,,  The  natural  productions  of  the  soil  are  Scotch  paving 
staie Yorkshire  flags,  and  London  fogs :  the  latter  article  is  kept 
Safas®  preservation  here  all  the  year  round,  and  is  served  out  as 
wrn&etf,  like  Wenham  Lake  ice,  to  the  neighbouring  districts.  Two 
stunted  arborescent  cripples  may  be  observed  inflde  the 
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iron  railings  of  the  green  crumb-cloth;  they  are  supposed  to  have 
been  planted  there  by  the  early  settlers;  but,  having  grown  up  in 
perfect  ignorance  of  the  world,  they  fancy  themselves  trees,  and 
talk  one  to  another  of  the  “  timber  duties  ”  “  hearts  of  oak,” 
and  other  lofty  matters  pertaining  to  the  lords  of  the  forest,  just  as 
the  Thames  wherry  gents  talk  about  the  “Wooden  Walls  of  Old 
England.”  These  same  treelings  have  an  odd  notion  of  coming 
out  strong  the  first  fine  day  in  spring  ;  but  then  they  usually  take 
their  leaves,  or,  rather,  their  leaves  are  taken  before  the  summer  is 
half  over. 

The  colony  is  watered  by  the  New  River,  which  is  perpetually 
flowing  to  and  through  the  main  ;  it  is  a  tidal  river,  but  its  ebb  and 
flow  are  not  governed  by  the  motions  of  the  moon,  but  by  those  of 
the  turncock,  who  can  make  high-water  in  the  cisterns  whenever  he 
pleases. 

In  a  geological  point  of  view,  this  Square  presents  few  remark¬ 
able  features.  Every  one  admits  that  the  precious  metals  are  pre¬ 
cious  scarce,  and  that  tin  is  uncommonly  hard  to  be  got  at.  Ante¬ 
diluvian  remains  are  plentiful;  the  skeleton  of  a  megatherium  has 
not  yet  been  turned  up,  but  some  very  perfect  specimens  of  Napo¬ 
leon’s  ribs  have  been  recently  discovered  under  a  stratum  of  Prince 
Albert’s  Rock,  in  a  primary  lollipop  formation. 

The  wild  animals  of  the  colony  are  cats  and  black-beetles.  Cats 
are  usually  hunted  by  the  natives  with  poodles  and  bull-terriers  in¬ 
side  the  railings  of  the  Square:  they  are  tolerably  numerous,  ex¬ 
cept  during  the  sausage  months,  when  they  gradually  disappear, 
no  one  knows  how,  or  where.  This  remarkable  fact  in  the  natural 
history  of  this  animal  has  given  rise  to  the  popular  proverb,  “  When 
sausages  is  in,  cats  is  out  !  ” 

Beetles  are  taken  in  great  numbers  in  cream  jugs.  Warm  slip¬ 
pers  are  also  excellent  traps  for  this  sort  of  game  ;  which,  being 
caught,  may  be  easily  crunched  by  thrusting  the  foot  resolutely 
into  the  slipper,  and  kicking  the  toe  vigorously  against  the  wall — 
without  any  reference  to  a  favourite  corn. 
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The  natives  are  exceedingly  fond  of  field  sports.  The  sparrow 
season  commences  on  the  1st  of  May  ;  at  which  time  the  preserves 
in  the  Square  are  supposed  to  contain  at  least  half  a  dozen  brace  of 
sparrows  ;  and  any  properly  qualified  Red-Lion  is  permitted  to 
kill  (if  he  can)  two  birds  with  one  stone. 

The  Square  is  governed  by  one  beadle  round  the  corner,  and  two 
policemen  down  the  areas  ;  and  it  is  worthy  of  note  that  there  is 
no  instance  recorded  of  a  real  native  having  ever  been  convicted  at 
the  Old  Bailey  of  picking  a  Quaker’s  pocket  of  a  bird’s-eye  silk 
fogle.  This  speaks  highly  for  the  moral  condition  of  the  people. 
Their  charitable  disposition  is  widened  by  their  Benevolent  Associ¬ 
ations.  They  have  a  National  Friendly  Society,  where  Carrara 
water  is  dispensed  gratuitously  to  deserving  objects ;  and  a 
Philanthropic  Institution  for  the  Relief  of  Incurable  Wooden 
Legs. 

The  commerce  of  the  place  is  not  very  extensive,  being  restricted 
to  the  Foreign  Hearth-stone  trade  in  the  morning,  and  the  Do¬ 
mestic  Muffin  and  Crumpet  business  in  the  evening.  The  circu¬ 
lating  medium  is  the  baker’s  man,  who  carries  hot  rolls  and  mes¬ 
sages  to  the  maid-servants  all  round  the  Square  at  nine  o’clock 
every  morning.  There  is,  however,  a  paper  currency  in  the 
Colony — a  sort  of  culinary  assignats — called  “  Tickets  for  Soup  !” 
each  of  which  entitle  the  bearer  to  a  bowl  of  that  light  and  plea¬ 
sing  fluid  manufactured  by  the  Mendicity  Society  ! — who  have  their 
Bank  of  Issue  in  the  Square. 

The  draughts  of  the  teetotallers  are  promptly  honoured  at  the 
pump  which  the  curious  traveller  will  discover  at  the  east  end  of 
the  Square  ;  morning  and  evening  promenade  concerts  are  held 
here,  after  the  manner  of  the  Pump-Room  at  Bath,  the  pieces  per¬ 
formed  being  usually  “  Handel’s  Water  Music  ” — “  Drink  to  me 
only,”  and  “  All’s  Well !  ” 

There  is  an  adult  Deaf  and  Dumb  Institution  in  the  colony, 
which  has  sent  forth  several  distinguished  orators  to  the  Senate. 

We  have  thus  given  a  plain  and  impartial  sketch  of  the  present 
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state  of  Red -Lion*  Square.  Of  its  prospects  we  know  little — having 
never  ascended  the  rheumatic  scale  to  any  of  its  attics — but  we 
can  fancy  an  unlimited  extent  of  tiles  and  chimney-pots  being  the 
principal  feature  of  the  view. 


THE  APHIS  VASTATOR  *,  OR,  POTATO  BLIGHT  :  AS  SEEN  THROUGH 

smee’s  MICROSCOPE. 


Notice  to  Circulating  Library  Keepers. — No  volume  of 
“  Lucretia  ”  to  be  allowed  out  of  the  shop,  without  the  word 
“  poison,”  legibly  stamped  on  the  cover. 
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EVIDENCE  BEFORE  THE  COMMITTEE 

ON  CLEANING  THE  PICTURES  IN  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY. 

(Exclusive.) 

T  is  not  generally  known  that,  since  tie 
meeting  of  Parliament,  a  Committee  has 
been  actively  employed  in  collecting  tv- 
dence  respecting  the  actual  state  of  the 
cleaned  pictures  in  the  National  GalleO  . 
We  have  been  favoured  with  the  notes  <  f 
the  short-hand  writer,  and  present  our 
readers  with  a  few  extracts  from  the  evi¬ 
dence. 

Corregio  Caravaggio  Cross,  Esq.  : 
Is  a  member  of  the  Society  of  Bad  Artists, 
and  exhibits  regularly  at  their  Annual  Exhi¬ 
bition — is  in  the  habit  of  painting  pictures 
to  catch  the  Art  Union  small  prize-holders. 
Thinks  he  understands  painting — is  quite 
convinced  that  cleaning  the  old  masters  is 
not  injurious  to  British  Art;  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  the  worse  you  make  them  look,  the 
better  chance  modern  artists  have — does  not  think  much  of  high 
art.  Upon  being  pressed  to  define  what  he  meant  by  high  art ,  said 
he  understood  it  to  mean  pictures  that  would  not  sell. 

Mr.  Solomon  Levi  :  Is  a  picture-dealer  and  cleaner.  Had 
seen  some  of  the  works  of  the  last  witness;  they  were  studies  from 
nature — thought  them  first-rate;  in  short,  had  never  seen  anything 
like  them — thought  that,  by  persisting  in  cleaning  old  paintings 
they  might  be  restored  to  their  original  state.  Some  of  those  in  the 
National  Gallery  were  fast  approaching  that  state.  By  original 
state,  the  witness  said  he  meant  the  bare  canvass. 
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Mary  Stubbs:  Was  under  housemaid  in  Russell-squat  e.  Some¬ 
times  read  the  papers — had  seen  something  about  pictures  being 
scrubbed — thought  she  understood  scrubbing,  as  Missis  was  very 
particular  about  the  floors.  Had  a  holiday  on  Boxing-day  and 
went  to  the  National  Gallery — if  she  must  say  what  for,  it  was  to 
meet  her  young  man — saw  a  picture  by  a  Mr.  Reuben  called 
“  Peace  and  War” — couldn’t  look  at  it  long — didn’t  like  to  say 
why — thought  some  of  the  pictures  wanted  clothes  more  than 
washing. 

John  Thomas:  Is  a  journeyman  shoemaker.  WenttotheNational 
Gallery  on  Boxing-day  to  meet  the  last  witness — thought  most  of 
the  pictures  looked  as  if  they  would  be  the  better  for  cleaning — 
looked  at  them  all — didn’t  feel  any  the  better  for  doing  so — went 
out  and  had  some  half-and-half — did  feel  the  better  for  that — upon 
coming  back  found  Mary  looking  at  a  picture  of  a  young  man  sit¬ 
ting  on  an  eagle — took  her  away.  Upon  being  asked  if  he  thought 
that  the  chiaro- scuro  of  the  flesh  tints  and  the  tones  of  the  middle 
distance  in  the  Cuyp  had  been  injured  by  the  removal  of  the  glazings, 
said  he  did  not  know. 

The  Rev.  Oliver  Primrose:  Is  a  country  curate.  Was  in  town 
last  June — "went  to  the  National  Gallery — was  surprised  at  having 
to  pay  a  shilling,  as  he  understood  it  was  a  gratuitous  exhibition — 
vas  disappointed  in  the  Old  Masters — thought  they  looked  quite 
clean  enough,  and,  in  many  instances,  that  the  colours  were  too 
bright.  This  witness,  being  recalled,  said  he  had  entered  by  the 
right  hand  door. 

Jules  Rapin,  was  examined  through  an  interpreter:  Is  a  Student 
in  the  Beaux  Arts  :  is  so  convinced  of  the  ill  effects  of  any  cleaning 
process,  that  he  never  washes  his  face  or  shaves  his  chin — thinks 
most  of  his  fellow  students  to  be  of  the  same  opinion. 


Why  is  the  giver  of  a  party  usually  like  a  crumpe  ? 
Because  he  is  toasted  and  buttered. 
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HINTS  TO  EVENING  PARTY  GIVERS. 

As  the  Season  will  soon  be  upon  us,  we  think  we  may  as  well 
offer  a  few  hints  to  those  who  intend  giving  Evening  Parties,  by 
following  which,  we  are  sure  many  slow  attempts  at  festivity  may 
he  avoided. 

I. 

Never  have  amateur  playing.  However  well  girls  may  perform 
polkas  and  waltzes,  they  seldom  keep  regular  time,  whereby  the 
most  determined  dancers  get  cross. 

n. 

Don’t  ask  people  to  sing.  The  company  don’t  care  about  it, 
but,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  think  it  a  bore;  and  the  singer  will  be 
annoyed  by  hearing  nothing  but  talking  all  over  the  room.  Be¬ 
sides,  when  all  London  has  heard  Miss  Birch  for  a  shilling,  it  is  no 
great  amusement  to  listen  to  what  she  has  done  well,  done  very 
badly  for  nothing. 

in. 

Have  plenty  of  light.  If  you  think  you  can’t  afford  to  burn  wax 
everywhere,  “  Price”  comes  moderate,  for  the  ice-room,  and  supper, 
where  the  guests  are  always  too  much  engaged  to  scrutinise. 

IY. 

Do  not  ever  try  to  combine  a  dinner  and  an  evening  party.  The 
guests  at  the  former  are  beginning  to  get  slow,  by  the  time  those 
at  the  latter  arrive;  and  the  evening  visitors  will  most  probably  feel 
indignant  at  not  being  invited  to  the  dinner;  as,  of  course,  they 
would  have  been,  had  they  been  of  equal  importance. 

Y. 

Always  endeavour,  if  your  circle  unfortunately  lies  in  the  heavy 
respectable  line,  to  get  a  few  pretty  girls  and  effective  young  men, 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


109 


who  know  their  work — especially  in  a  deux  temps — and  are  not 
afraid  to  begin  a  waltz.  A  brace  of  nice  people  will  float  half  a 
dozen  dummy  ones,  who  would  fall  into  inextricable  dreariness 
without  them. 

VI. 

And  lastly,  whenever  you  see  your  guests  all  sitting  round  the 
room,  and  a  dead  silence  prevailing,  make  up  your  mind  never  to 
give  another  party,  because  it  is  evident  that  you  do  not  know  how 
to  manage  one. 


A  VICTORIA  HIT. 


Daughter.  My  father  !  my  father  !  ! 

Baron.  My  child  !  my  long  lost  child  !  !  !] 

Literary. — “Dombey  and  Son,”  and  “Horn bey  and  Daughter,” 
being  now  in  full  swing,  “  Dombey  and  Twins  ”  may  be  shortly 
looked  for. 
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ABROAD. 
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ONCERNING  the  Col¬ 
lege  of  Preceptors  we 
would  speak  with  all 
respect — it  has  begun  a 
good  work,  long  delayed, 
but  it,  has  given  great 
offence  to  the  School¬ 
masters,  whose  craft 
seems  in  considerable  danger  of 
being  set  at  naught.  In  conse¬ 
quence  of  the  late  meeting  of  the 
Preceptors,  their  rivals  resolved 
upon  a  most  indignant  demonstra¬ 
tion  ;  and  we  have  been  favoured 
with  a  report  of  the  proceedings  at 
a  convocation  of  Schoolmasters,  held 
a  few  nights  since  at  the  Hammer 
and  Tongs,  Soho-square. 

Mr.  Dundee  was  voted  into  the 
Chair.  He  said  that  he  should  not 
trouble  the  meeting  with  many 
remarks.  Taciturnity  was  a  merit 
where  superiority  was  present. 
Humility  was  commendable  ;  and 
evil  communications  corrupted  good  manners.  He  would,  there¬ 
fore,  only  request  their  attention  to  the  golden  rule — audi  alteram 
partem. 

Mr.  Whoppamall  rose  with  indignation.  It  had  been  attempted 
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to  form  an  aristocracy  in  the  republic  of  letters.  What  right  had 
the  Preceptors,  as  they  called  themselves,  to  talk  of  raising  the 
standard  of  educational  qualifications  ?  It  was  a  mere  aristocratic 
device.  He  was  a  man  of  the  people.  He  had  bought  his  school 
of  his  predecessor,  and  had  flogged  two  generations  without  any 
“  certificate  ”  from  the  College.  He  stood  upon  vested  rights.  If 
the  Preceptors  had  their  own  way,  any  beggarly  scholar  or  usher, 
provided  he  had  only  genius  and  industry,  could  obtain  a  certificate 
and  teach  a  school ;  when  a  tradesman,  with  an  account  at  his 
banker’s,  might  be  denied  one.  Was  that  sacred  liberty  ?  Was 
this  a  free  country  ?  Was  that  the  JEgis ?  the  Palladium?  See., 
& c.  {The  Speaker  sat  down ,  being  much  too  angry  to  go  on.) 

Mr.  Bodgers  said  that  the  last  speaker  had  so  completely  argued 
the  question  in  several  ways  at  once,  proving  the  College  to  be  at 
once  aristocratic,  democratic,  and  unconstitutional,  that  he  had 
little  to  say.  He  had  been  a  green-grocer  ;  but,  observing  that  a 
great  many  little  boys  played  up  and  down  his  street,  he  opened  a 
school  in  his  back  shop,  and  his  apprentice  minded  the  lads  while 
he  served  his  customers.  He  did  not  see  why  Free  Trade  in  Edu¬ 
cation  should  be  refused. 

Mr.  Grig  said  that  the  Preceptors  were  interfering  with  the  hap¬ 
piness  of  families.  He  had  kept  a  school  for  several  years  ;  he 
should  say  nothing  about  education  ;  but  what  parents  wanted  was 
to  get  their  children  out  of  the  way  for  a  few  hours  a  day  ;  and 
while  that  was  managed,  and  a  child  came  home  without  a  black 
eye  or  many  bruises,  a  parent  seldom  cared  much  about  the  kind  of 
school  it  went  to.  If  parents  were  satisfied,  what  right  had  Pre¬ 
ceptors  to  interfere  ? 

Mr.  Blackman  said  that  the  aristocracy  might  educate  their 
offspring  as  they  liked  ;  they  did  not  turn  out  many  Miltons,  or 
Shakspeares,  or  Newtons,  with  all  their  prate  about  care,  and  intel¬ 
ligence,  and  refinement.  But  the  people  must  be  taught  in  the 
people’s  way.  His  boys  were  the  sons  of  small  tradesmen.  Was 
he  to  talk  to  these  boys  about  strict  principle,  and  honour,  and 
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truth  ;  and  then  send  them  behind  the  counter,  to  sand  the  sugar, 
wet  the  currants,  chop  currant-stalks  into  the  tea,  and  study  the 
“  monkey.”  Why  were  boys  to  be  taught  to  disapprove  of  things 
which  they  saw  their  parents  do  every  day.  Was  that  religion  ?  Let 
the  Preceptors  learn  the  fifth  Commandment. 

It  was  finally  resolved — “  That  the  establishment  of  the  College 
of  Preceptors  is  an  unnecessary  and  impertinent  interference  with 
trade,  and  contrary  to  the  spirit  of  the  age,  and  the  rights  of  the 
people !  ” 


WHAT  CAN  I  HAVE  DONE  WITH  MY  SPECTACLES  ? 
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THE  GREATEST  OF  ALL  THE  GENIE. 

A  STORY  NOT  IN  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS. 

Once — a  man,  whose  name  shall  be  Nameless,  was  digging  in  the 
ground :  his  spade  struck  a  hard  substance,  and  he  said  to  himself, 
“  I  have  found  either  a  big  stone  or  a  big  box  of  treasure.”  The 
probabilities,  however,  were  in  favour  of  the  former  supposition  ; 
and  he  went  leisurely  on,  removing  the  earth  around  the  obstacle, 
until  he  ascertained  that  it  was  a  bottle. 

A  stone  bottle — neither  a  paunchy  plebeian  stout  bottle,  nor  a 
slender  aristocratic  champagne  bottle,  but  a  coarse  earthenware 
receptacle  for  whatever  fluid  or  substance  it  might  contain.  Name¬ 
less  examined  his  prize  with  some  care,  and  saw  that  it  was 
carefully  and  heavily  sealed.  It  was  not,  however,  the  golden  seal 
of  Solomon,  which  was  stamped  upon  the  vessel — it  was  the  seal  of 
the  tyrant  Persecution,  first  -born  of  Ignorance.  The  device  was  a 
heavy  icy  hand,  dashing  out  a  golden  spark  of  light,  and  it  was 
struck  in  lustreless  lead. 

Nameless  looked  curiously  at  the  bottle,  and  held  it  up  between 
him  and  the  light.  Its  contents  were  dark  ;  but  somehow  the 
sunbeams  shone  with  a  warm  power  through  their  murkiness. 
Foiled  in  gratifying  his  curiosity  by  this  means,  like  a  child 
with  a  shell,  Nameless  held  the  vessel  to  his  ear.  And  he  was 
not  disappointed — he  heard  a  low  murmur;  half- formed  words  and 
broken  expressions  blended  together — an  indefinite  hum,  like  the 
distant  roaring  of  a  crowd,  or  the  voice  of  a  swelling  sea  pent  by 
tyrannous  winds  within  a  narrow  strait. 

At  first  fear  came  upon  Nameless:  yet  he  listened  entranced. 
The  murmurs  within  the  bottle  seemed  to  be  answered  from  the 
depths  of  his  soul.  He  did  not  speak  ;  but  he  felt  strange  work- 
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ings  and  yearnings  within  him  ;  and  an  awful  consciousness  grew 
up  in  his  mind,  that  a  subtle  spirit  in  his  brain  was  conversing  with 
subtle  spirits  in  the  earthenware  vessel. 

His  first  impulse  was  to  fly  ;  his  second  to  tear  away  the  seal  of 
Persecution — and  the  second  prevailed.  One  wrench  settled  the 
business  ;  and  Nameless,  somewhat  astonished  at  his  own  temerity, 
started  instinctively  hack  as  he  set  the  open  bottle  upon  the  ground. 

However,  nothing  very  alarming  ensued.  Only  a  black  fluid 
came  trickling  over  the  mouth  of  the  bottle  at  first  in  tiny  veins, 
but  soon  like  the  waters  of  a  gushing  well. 

Nameless  was  looking  on  confounded,  when  he  heard  himself 
called.  Starting  up,  he  stood  face  to  face  with  a  figure,  such  as  he 
had  never  seen  before.  It  was  a  strange,  an  indefinite,  but  an 
awful  form.  Nameless  could  hardly  tell  whether  it  was  man  or 
woman  ;  for  its  face  had  the  majesty  of  one  sex,  the  sweetness  of 
the  other.  On  its  head  was  a  crown  ;  in  its  hand,  in  guise  of  a 
sceptre,  a  goose  feather.  Nameless  wondered  prodigiously  at  the 
curious  properties  of  this  last  symbol  :  for  one  moment,  it  seemed 
a  rod  of  iron,  inflexible,  unyielding,  and  armed  with  a  keen  and 
trenchant  point ;  anon,  it  appeared  a  supple,  shining  reed,  deco¬ 
rated  with  a  bunch  of  downy  fibres,  which,  when  brushed  about 
people’s  ears,  would  make  them  laugh  in  spite  of  themselves. 

And  Nameless  knew  that  he  stood  before  a  Genie. 

“  Nameless,”  said  the  Genie,  “  I  am  free.” 

“Since  when  were  you  confined  in  that  bottle  ?”  rejoined  his 
deliverer. 

“  Since  time  was  time.” 

“  And  how  long  will  you  be  free?  ” 

“  Until  time  be  time  no  more.” 

“  I  am  not  afraid  of  you,”  said  Nameless.  “1  feel  that  you  are  a 
mighty  Genie,  but  a  good  one.” 

“  Look  at  what  I  have  already  done,”  said  the  Genie. 

And  Nameless  was  startled  to  see  the  black  fluid,  which  had 
gurgled  out  of  the  bottle,  spreading  in  streams  over  the  land,  non- 
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rishing  sweet  crops  of  heart’s- ease,  and  such  dainty  flowers;  an 
invigorating  and  freshening — till  leaves  and  fruit  burst  out  togethe 
— an  ancient,  but  stunted  tree. 

“What  tree  is  that?  ”  said  Nameless. 

“  The  Tree  of  Knowledge,”  said  the  Genie. 

“  And  so,  you  have  lived  in  that  bottle?  ”  rejoined  Nameless. 

“Many  Genies  live  in  bottles,”  said  his  companion,  with  a  smile. 
“  There  are  very  pleasant  Genies — not  exactly  in  my  sphere  of  so¬ 
ciety,  but  very  good  people,  whom  I  am  happy  to  meet  occasion¬ 
ally — who  live  in  wine  bottles.” 

“Ah!”  said  Nameless,  “  very  true.” 

“  And  there  are  others,”  resumed  the  Genie — “  Grim  bitter 
fellows,  but  good  in  the  main,  who  live  in  medicine  bottles.  The 
first  class  are  pleasant  of  an  evening  ;  the  second,  useful  of  a 
morning.” 

“  But  you  yourself  are - ?”  enquired  Nameless — 

“  The  King  of  all  the  Genie,”  said  the  figure — and  as  he  spoke 
his  form  dilated,  his  smile  went  over  the  land  even  as  a  sunbeam, 
and  his  shadow  darkened  all  it  fell  on  like  a  god’s  frown.  He 
waved  his  sceptre,  and  lo  !  earth,  air,  and  water,  swarmed  with 
life — with  sprites  and  demons — embodied  thoughts  and  fancies, 
who  seemed  to  do  the  master-spirit  homage. 

“  See  my  subjects,”  he  said,  “  the  people  of  my  united  realm  ot 
“  Reason  and  Imagination.” 

“  And  you,”  said  Nameless,  “  have  long  lived  in  a  bottle.” 

“  It  shall  still  be  my  palace,”  rejoined  the  Genie — “  but  with  free 
right  of  ingress  and  egress. 

“So,  so” — said  Nameless,  “and  pray  in  what  bottle  does  the  King 
of  all  the  Genie  live  ?” 

“  Read  the  words  inscribed  on  my  dwelling,”  said  the  Genie. 

Nameless  did  so,  and  found  that  the  bottle  was  called 


“Ink  Bottle.” 
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A  WORD  TO  THE  WISE. 

Some  philanthropist  in  the  office  of  the  Woods  and  Forests  has 
caused  a  notice  of  “  Stick  no  Bills”  to  be  posted  on  the  hoarding 
round  the  Nelson  Column,  in  Trafalgar-square.  No  bill-sticker  in 
London,  who  has  the  slightest  eye  to  business,  would,  after  this  in¬ 
timation,  intrude  upon  this  worse  than  desert  solitude.  The  very 
notice  itself  was  only  discovered  by  our  reporter,  on  waking  one 
morning  after  losing  himself  in  a  London  fog,  having  passed  the 
night  with  others  of  the  “  houseless,”  under  the  shelter  of  the  hos¬ 
pitable  granite.  Our  reporter  has  told  us  in  confidence,  that  in  his 
dreams,  which,  from  some  unexplained  cause,  were  rather  confused, 
he  dreamt  that  he  lay  beneath  the  pyramid  of  Cheops,  and  that 
forty  cen’tries  looked  down  upon  him.  He  discovered  his  mistake 
when  he  found  that  the  only  sentry  within  hail  was  the  unhappy 
man  whose  duty  it  is  to  walk  up  and  down  in  front  of  the  National 
Gallery. 


FRIGHTFUL  EFFECTS  OF  A  COLLISION — WITH  THE  PATENT 
DIRECTOR  RAILWAY  BUFFER. 


News  for  Lord  George. — The  Agricultural  Interest  has 
lately  been  so  much  below  par,  that  it  has  been  determined  in  future 
to  call  it  the  Agricultural  Discount. 
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LITERARY  INTELLIGENCE. 

The  following  works  are  advertised  for  publication  during  the 
ensuing  month : — 

The  Roast  Beef :  Where  it  was  bought,  and  how  it  was  owed 
for.”  Bound  in  red,  with  gilt  edges,  and  illustrations.  Price  Five 
Shillings. 

“  The  Slough  of  Despond.”  By  the  Author  of  “  Vanity  Fair.” 

A 'Bolt  through  Bolt-court.”  By  the  Author  of  a  “  Rush  Over 
Russia,”  a  “  Tour  Round  the  Tower,”  &c. 

“Homes  and  Haunts  of  British  Highwaymen.”  By  W.  H. 
Ainsworth,  with  portraits,  including  one  of  the  Author. 

“  Belgrave-square  and  Petticoat-lane.”  By  the  Author  of  “  St. 

ames  and  St.  Giles.” 

“  The  Lucky  Clogs.”  By  the  Author  of  “  The  Shoes  of  Fortune.” 

“  Field-lane,  Past  and  Present;  with  Notices  of  its  more  Cele¬ 
brated  Residents.”  By  Mr.  Filch  Prig. 

“  Ten  Minutes  at  the  North  Pole.”  By  the  Author  of  “  A  Year 
and  a  Day  in  the  East.” 

“  The  Life  and  Times  of  Adam  Bell,  the  illustrious  ‘  Literary 
Dustman.’  ”  Six  vols.  8vo. 

“  A  Treatise  on  the  Properties  of  the  Liquorice  of  Spain,  with 
Remarks  on  the  Composition  of  Toffy.  By  Sweets tufficus. 

“Forty  Bars  Rest,h,  Musical  Reverie.”  By  M.  Jullien,  dedicated 
to  M.  Roch- Albert. 

“  The  Village  Curate’s  Cousin-in-Law,  or  the  Fatal  Sheep-fold  of 
Sudbury.”  A  Tale  of  Horror. 

“  The  Adelphi  as  it  used  to  was,  an  Antiquarian  Dissertation.’’ 
By  T.  Wright,  F.T.R.A. 

“  The  Pot-boy’s  Lament.”  An  Ode  on  the  Advance  in  the  Price 
of  Porter. 
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A  LAY  OF  GUTHRIE 

OX  A  PASSING  TOPIC. 

Air — “  Maiden  I  will  ne’er  deceive  thee.” 

Patient,  I  will  ne’er  deceive  thee, 

Never  pain  thee,  never  grieve  thee ; 

Take  this  tube,  inhale  it  so, 

Out  carbonic  acid  blow. 

Erom  your  lips  the  mouthpiece  move, 

Only  when  you  senseless  prove. 

Patient  I’ll,  before  we  part, 

Amputate  without  a  smart. 

Patient,  I  will  ne’er  deceive  thee,  &c. 


By  the  last  accounts  from  Mexico  we  perceive  that  the  troops 
under  General  Pillow  are  to  form  a  corps  de  reserve  at  Matamoras. 
The  gallant  officer  is  exactly  the  right  sort  of  man  to  fall  back  upon. 


The  Bronze  Duke. — Everybody  is  sick  of  this  statue  at  large. 
Why  not  settle  the  matter,  by  packing  it  off  to — certainly  its  most 
appropriate  refuge — Guy’s  Hospital. 

- I 

“Money  Absolutely  Given  Away.” — We  have  frequently 
seen  the  above  tempting  announcement  upon  the  advertising 
bills  of  puffing  tradesmen,  but  had  no  idea  what  it  actually  meant, 
until  we  saw,  the  other  day,  that  a  negotiation  had  been  concluded, 
by  which  certain  vividly  green  merchants,  in  this  country,  had  lent 
the  United  States  four  millions  of  pounds  sterling.  We  know  now 
why  Pennsylvania  resumed  the  payment  of  interest  on  her  National 
Debt  a  short  time  ago. 
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THEATRICAL  INTELLIGENCE. 

Mr.  Bunn’s  anxiety  to  restore  the  legitimate  drama  has  not  been 
confined  to  the  offer  recently  made  by  him  to  Mrs.  Butler.  Pitying 
the  condition  of  the  Protectionists,  whose  long  connexion  with 
office  has  made  them  look  upon  politics  as  the  “legitimate  drama,” 
the  enterprising  manager  has  made  a  handsome  offer  to  Lord  George 
Bentinck  to  appear  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  where  the  public  will 
have  an  opportunity  of  listening  to  those  orations  which  are  no 
longer  likely  to  be  of  any  service  at  St.  Stephen’s.  We  hear,  also, 
that  in  case  Sir  Robert  Peel  and  Sir  James  Graham  should  feel  at 
a  loss  how  to  deliver  themselves  of  Liberal  opinions  on  the  Conser¬ 
vative  Opposition  benches,  Mr.  Bunn  has  kindly  consented  to 
admit  of  morning  rehearsals  at  Drury  Lane,  at  which  only  a  select 
few  of  the  members — those  who  constitute  Sir  Robert’s  stump — will 
be  allowed  to  be  present. 


“there  is  a  providence  that  shapes  our  ends.” 

Siiakspeare. 
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NEW  BOOKS. 


The  Theatres  of  Paris.  By  Charles  Hervey.  London  : 

John  Mitchell,  32,  Old  Bond  Street. 

The  pleasant  theatres  of  Paris  !  How  well  we  know  and  love  them 
ail — from  the  stately  boards  of  the  Fran9ais,  to  the  rollicking 
foyers  of  the  little  houses  in  the  Banlieu.  The  theatres  of  Paris — 
how  many  pleasant  hours — how  many  well-remembered  scenes — 
how  many  famous  names  in  dramatic  art — come  thronging  back 
upon  us  with  the  words.  Are  we  again  in  the  great  theatre  of  ihe 
Rue  Richelieu,  with  Rachel  before  us,  torn  like  a  Pythoness  by 
the  fire  of  her  genius.  Or,  in  the  glittering  Opera  Comique,  floating 
on  the  sparkling  tide  of  Auber’s  glorious  music,  and  watching,  with 
deliciously  dreamy  eyes,  the  easy  grace  of  Roger,  or  the  piqudnte 
gentillesse  of  Anna  Thillon?  Or,  mayhap,  memory  brings  back 
the  spacious  salle  of  the  Porte  St.  Martin,  and  the  terrible  hollow 
voice  of  Frederick  Lemaitre,  the  Edmund  Kean  of  France.  Or  we 
flit,  dreamingly,  along  the  Boulevards,  and  listen  to  Achard’s 
sweet  couplet  singing  or  are  witched  away  by  the  deliciously 
refined  acting  of  the  beauteous  Rose-Cheri,  and  the  naivete  of  her 
pretty  rival  Mdlle  Desiree.  Anon,  the  Ambigu  Comique  claims  us, 
and  Mdlle.  Leontine,  the  “  Dejazet  of  the  Boulevard,”  has  her  turn 
of  triumph.  Off  again,  to  the  Varietes — for  there  is  Bouffee — now  a 
helpless  old  dotard,  in  a  moment  a  gay  rollicking  gamin  ;  and  that 
prize  man,  Lepeintre  Jeune,  is  beside  him — with  Lafont,  the  most 
refined  and  energetic  of  actors  ;  or,  perhaps,  Dejazet  —  the 
world-famed  Dejazet  —  the  most  saucily  witty,  the  most  pi- 
quantly  spirituelle  of  all  the  artistes  of  broad  France.  Presto  ! 
change  again !  ’Tis  but  a  hop,  step  and  a  jump  to  the 
Palais  Royal  —  that  pleasant  little  dramatic  snuggery — where, 
from  close-curtained  baignoires ,  the  jewelled  and  turbaned  dames  of 
the  Grande  Monde,  who  would  no  more  confess  to  having  ever  seen 
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the  glare  of  Palais  Royal  footlights,  than  they  would  plead  guilty  to 
smuggling  Paul  de  Kock  into  their  boudoirs — may,  nevertheless, 
listen,  half-laughingly,  half-blushingly,  to  the  drolleries  of  Grassot, 
and  Sainville,  and  Ravel,  and,  above  all,  of  Alcide  Toussez— in- 
dubitately  the  most  laughter-moving  group  of  mortals  who  ever 
made  men’s  sides  ache. 

Well,  to  all  who  have  been  in  Paris — to  all  who  hope  to  be  there 
— or  to  all  who,  in  lieu  of  making  the  round  of  the  Boulevards,  choose 
to  take  their  seats  in  St.  James’s  Theatre,  and  see  the  Boulevards 
come  in  a  manner  round  to  them — to  all  who  take  any  interest  in 
our  own  or  our  neighbours’  dramatic  affairs — to  all  who  would  wish 
to  see  a  fair  art  intercourse,  a  mutually  profitable  exchange  of  plays 
and  actors  between  the  two  countries — and,  finally,  to  all  who  may 
not  object  to  wile  away  a  leisure  hour  by  the  magic  of  a  whole  en¬ 
cyclopaedia  of  dramatic  gossip,  anecdote,  and  revelation,  we  cor¬ 
dially  recommend  the  interesting  and  valuable  volume,  the  name  of 
which  heads  this  notice. 


Lusus  Naturae. — An  order  was  sent  in  to  the  Casino,  last  week, 
from  the  Church  and  State  Gazette ! !  This  is  really  a  fact. 


Jenny  Lind  appears  to  be  engaged,  by  general  report,  at  three 
theatres. — The  Italian  Opera,  Drury  Lane,  and  Covent  Garden. 
To  fulfil  these,  it  is  necessary  for  her  to  appear  in  three  pieces. 
Her  countenance,  however,  appears  to  be  given  to  Mr.  Lumley  ; 
and  from  the  retrousse  structure  of  her  nose,  it  is  expected  that  she 
will  be  called  the  Swedish  Turn-up. 


Communication  from  the  Philological  Society.— The 
origin  of  the  word  Editor  was  long  lost  in  the  mists  of  obscurity. 
It  has,  however,  recently  been  ascertained  that,  owing  to  the 
continued  series  of  perplexities  and  mental  struggles  endured  by 
the  unfortunate  race  in  question,  they  have  been  from  the  earliest 
times  in  the  habit  of  slapping  their  foreheads  with  their  hands. 
Hence  the  term  Head-hitter  corrupted  by  degrees  into  Editor. 
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ALMOST  TOO  BAD. 

Our  merry  little  contemporary,  The  Literary  Gazette ,  a  fortnight 
since,  honoured  us  with  the  following  notice  : — 

The  Man  in  the  Moon,  No.  I. — a  new  monthly  issue,  in  the 
facetious  or  Punch  line,  edited  by  Albert  Smith  and  A.  B.  Reach,  with 
cuts  by  Phiz,  Meadows,  &c. — displays  a  fair  share  of  that  sort  of  fun 
aud  drollery  of  which  the  professional  humorists  of  the  day  are  now  so 
lavish  in  almost  every  form  of  publicity.  The  talent!  in  both  depart¬ 
ments,  that  is  to  say  (Heavens  save  the  mark  !),  literature  and  the 
arts,  is  of  the  average  quality;  and  we  see  no  good  reason  why  The 
Man  in  the  Moon  should  not  move  in  his  circle,  with  earthly  scribes 
whose  wits  have  been  restored  from  his  dominions.  Some  of  the  puns 
are  laughable,  and  so  are  hits  at  the  follies  of  the  hour  ;  but  we  have 
long  entertained  the  opinion  that  we  have  “somewhat  too  much  of  this’’ 
unwholesome  drollery. 

Well — we  did  not  care  to  say  much  against  this.  As  the  profes¬ 
sors  of  the  thimble-rig  were  formerly  wont  to  observe,  “  different 
people  have  different  opinions.”  But,  in  the  same  column,  we  find 
the  following  specimen  of  what  style  of  joking  The  Literary 
Gazette  considers  the  standard  ; — 

Witty  Cabman. — “Jim,  clever  as  you  be,”  said  the  cad  to  the  cab¬ 
man,  a-waiting  for  the  spillingof  the  St.  James’s  The-atre ;  “  I  say  Jim,” 
said  he,  “  you  couldn’t  vashjan  Ethiopian  vite ;  could  ye,  d’ye  think?” 
“Praps  not,”  replied  Jim;  “but  I  made  a  Blackymoor  from  the  Vest 
Indy  docks  a  very  pretty  fair  last  night !” 

Now,  really — much  as  we  love  the  pleasant  little  publication 
in  question — this  must  not  be  repeated  :  or  when  we  hear  of 
literary  men  being  in  the  last  stage  of  mental  bankruptcy,  we  shall 
say  that  they  are  “  in  the  Gazette ’* 


Sessional  Prospects. — If  Hon.  Members  do  not  find  the  House 
of  Commons  so  dreary  as  the  Cambridge  “  Spinning  House,”  it  is 
not  for  want  of  wet  blankets  at  the  former  establishment. 
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if  e  must  beg  all  our  Correspondents  to  preserve  copies  of  any  communica¬ 
tion  they  may  send  us.  If  the  Editor  has  his  duties ,  the  waste-paper 
basket  has  its  rights ,  and  the  laundress  of  our  chambers  her  perquisites. 

H.R.H.  Prince  Albert  will  see  that  his  courteous  suggestion  has  been  at¬ 
tended  to. 

F.M  the  Duke  of  Wellington  s  joke  came  too  late  for  use  this  month;  but 
F.  !YT.  may  rest  assured  that  it  shall  occupy  a  prominent  place  in  the  next 
number. 

IjOrd  Brougham! s  article  is  declined  with  thanks ;  he  will  find  it  left  for 
him  at  the  publisher’s. 

Mrs.  Butler  {late  Miss  Fanny  Kemble)  has,  with  characteristic  modesty , 
offered,  us  contributions  at  the  rate  of  £50  per  page.  We  regret  to  state 
that  Mrs.  Butler's  estimate  of  herself  differs  from  ours  and  that  of  the 
public. 

Mr.  Kastlake  writes  to  contradict  the  report  that  the  new  patent  street¬ 
cleaning  machines  have  been  used  over  the  pictures  in  the  National  Gallery. 

The  Duke  of  Cambridge  is  informed,  in  answer  to  his  polite  note,  that  it  is 
not  the  intention  of  the  Editors  of  The  Man  in  the  Moon  to  give  a 
dinner  to  their  contributors ;  otherwise,  he  certainly  would  have  been  in 
the  chair. 


TO  OUR  SUBSCRIBERS. 

We  are  most  anxious  to  do  justice  to  an  artist  connected  with  our  work, 
who  has  had  some  reason  to  complain.  In  the  hurry  and  confusion  at¬ 
tendant  upon  bringing  out  the  first  number  of  a  new  serial,  we  omitted 
to  give  the  name  of  Mr.  T.  H.  Nicholson,  as  the  inventor  and 
draughtsman  of  the  tragedy  of  Don  Guzzles  di  Carrara,  which  formed 
the  frontispiece  to  our  last.  The  omission  was  the  more  annoying,  as  one 
or  two  of  the  papers,  in  their  courteous  notices  of  The  Man  in  the 
Moon,  attributed  the  designs  to  another  artist.  We  hope,  however,  that 
we  have  now  made  the  amende. 

We  have  the  pleasure  of  commencing  a  Panoramic  History  in  this 
number  from  the  pencil  of  M.  de  Noe,  better  known  as  Cham,  the  prin¬ 
cipal  artist  engaged  on  the  Paris  Charivari. 

Our  readers  will  see  that  many  irregularities  in  the  mechanical  de¬ 
partment  of  our  little  book,  have  been  corrected  in  the  present  number. 


*  * 
* 


The  FIRST  NUMBER  has  been  Reprinted;,  and  is  still  on  Sale 
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NEW  WORK  BY  MR.  ALBERT  SMITH. 

Shortly  will  be  published,  in  One  Volume,  16mo.,  Price  One  Shilling, 

Profusely  Illustrated, 

THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  THE  GENT. 


BY  ALBERT  SMITH. 

HE  Sunday  newspapers  of  May  24,  1846,  con¬ 
tained  the  following  paragraph : — 

MARYLEBONE. 

A  “  Gent.” — A  respectable-looking  man, 
named  James  Dickenson,  was  charged  by  Brooks, 
169  S,  who  said,  “Please  your  worship,  at  two 
o’clock  yesterday  morning  (Monday),  I  found 
this  ‘Gent’  drunk  in  Park-road,  and  took  him 
into  custody.” 

Mr.  Raiclinson :  Who  do  you  say  you 
found  drunk? 

\  Constable  :  This  “  Gent,”  your  worship. 

S  Mr.  Raiclinson  :  What  do  you  mean  by 
•  “  Gent  ?  ”  There  is  no  such  word  in  our 

language.  I  hold  the  man  who  is  called  a 
“Gent”  to  be  the  greatest  blackguard  there 
is.  (To  the  prisoner) :  What  do  you  say  to  this?  I  hope  you  are  not 
a  “  Gent.” 

Prisoner  :  I  am  not,  sir,  and  I  trust  I  know  the  distinction  between  a 
“  Gent  ”  and  a  “  Gentleman.” 

Mr.  Raiclinson :  I  dare  say  you  do,  sir,  and  I  look  upon  the 
word  “  Gent  ”  as  one  of  the  most  blackguard  expressions  that  can 
be  used. 

The  prisoner  was  fined  5s.  which  he  directly  paid. 

We  •were  exceedingly  delighted  when  we  read  this  police  report.  We 
had  laboured  for  three  or  four  years,  to  bring  the  race  of  Gents  into 
universal  contempt ;  and  we  at  last  found  that  an  intelligent  and  res¬ 
pected  London  magistrate  bad  publicly  stated,  from  the  bench,  his 
opinions  of  the  miserable  class  in  question ;  and  that  it  exactly  coincided 
with  our  own.  But  fearing — from  seeing  the  odious  word  still  darting 
up  in  shops,  ticketed  to  wild  articles  of  dress,  to  be  hereafter  alluded  to, 
as  well  as  hearing  it  every  now  and  then  applied  by  one  “  party  ”  to 
another  of  his  acquaintance — that  the  species  was  not  yet  extinct ; — 
rearing  this,  in  spite  of  our  direct  attacks  in  Punch  and  Bentley's  Jh  'sa-l~ 
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lany;  and  our  side-wind  blows  through  the  medium  of  our  esteemed 
friend  John  Parry ;  certain  burlesques  at  the  Lyceum ;  and  various  othei 
channels — we  determined  upon  reconsidering  all  we  had  ever  pro¬ 
pounded  on  the  subject,  and  publishing  it  in  the  form  now  presented  to 
the  reader,  that  all  might  clearly  see  who  the  Gents  were,  and  shun 
them  accordingly.  * 


THE  GENT  IN  THE  SLIPS. 

And  so  we  leave  our  little  book  in  your  hands,  published  at  a  price, 
as  a  prospectus  always  says,  M  that  will  bring  it  within  the  reach  of  all 
classes.”  And  we  request  your  co-operation  towards  the  great  end  of 
putting  Gents  out  altogether.  For  they  form  an  offensive  body,  of  more 
importance  than  you  would  at  first  conceive ;  and  both  public  and  pri¬ 
vate  society  will  be  much  benefited  by  their  extinction. 

London  :  David  Rogue,  Fleet-street. 
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“  Philo- Enquirer” — Pine-apples  do  not  grow  on  pine  trees.  Neither  are 
tares  the  production  of  weeping  willows. 

“  Dramaticus .” — The  hero  of  the  play  called  the  “  Black  Doctor ,”  was  not 
so  called  from  his  practice  of  prescribing  black  draughts. 

“ A  Seeker  for  Knowledge.” — We  do  not  know  how  many  times  the  letter  S 
occurs  in  the  Encyclopaedia  Britannica.  Ask  the  authorities  at  the  British 
Museum  to  count. 

u  X.  Y.  Z.” — It  is  a  popular  mistake  to  suppose  that  the  National  Debt  is 
only  represented  by  an  I.  O.  U.  signed  by  the  Queen. 

“  Historicus — No :  the  Piets  were  not  so  called  because  they  were  the 
picked  men  of  Britain. 

The  “  Stanzas  to  Mary,”  by  Mr.  Joseph  Hume,  are  declined  with  thanks. 

“  De  Lunatico  Inquirendo.” — Mrs.  Fanny  Butler  has  appeared  on  her  own 
terms  at  the  Manchester  Theatre.  In  opposition  to  the  hints  of  his  friends , 
the  piece  selected  by  the  manager  was  not  the  “  Road  to  Ruin.”  Next 
morning  a  de  Lunatico  Inquirendo  investigation  was  instituted  with  re¬ 
spect  to  the  unhappy  impressario,  who  was  declared  by  the  jury  to  be  inca¬ 
pable"  of  managing  the  affairs  of  the  theatre  since  the  period  of  the  engage¬ 
ment  of  his  star  of  the  sixth  magnitude. 

“  X.  ”  bets  “  Z.  ”  that  the  expression  “  Plank  of  Commerce ,”  is  a  correct 
equivalent  for  “  Board  of  Trade.”  Who  wins? — “  X.  ”  is  a  donkey. 

“  What  theatre  would  you  recommend  me  to  bring  a  deaf  friend  to  ?”  The 
Olympic — there  is  never  anything  there  worth  hearing. 

u  Horatio  Kean  Kemble  Roscious  Gublins ,”  an  actor,  writes  to  state  that 
the  profession  have  entered  into  a  conspiracy  to  keep  him  down.  The 
machinations  of  this  nefarious  body  must  be  wonderfully  extensive ;  for 
we  never  knew  an  actor  who  was  not  the  victim  of  the  same  horrid  corn- 
plot. 

“  Legitimachus  ”  is  so  charmed  ivith  the  “  Feudal  Times,”  at  the  Sadler’s 
Wells,  that  he  suggests  the  addition  of  a  sixth  act,  which  might  be  given 
as  a  “  Supplement  to  the  Feudal  Times.” 


***  In  consequence  of  the  great  and  increasing  demand  for  the  “  MAN 
IN  THE  MOON,”  Numbers  I.  and  II.  have  been  REPRINTED,  and 
may  be  had  of  all  Booksellers. 
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THE  BRITISH  INSTITUTION. 

TEN  o’clock  one  fine 
morning,  while  we  were 
sitting  at  our  editorial 
desk,  devising  plans  for 
the  happiness  of  man¬ 
kind,  two  strange  indi¬ 
viduals  entered.  One  had 
an  olive  complexion,  and 
was  beardless  and  whis¬ 
kerless,  with  a  profusion 
of  b  ack  ringlets  dangling 
down  on  each  side  of  his 
head.  The  other  was  of  a  sandy  complexion,  and  had  a  beard 
which  descended  to  his  waist.  These  individuals  explained  to  us 
that  one  was  a  critic  in  art,  and  the  other  an  artist ;  and  stated  that 
they  intended  to  make  the  “  Fine  Art”  department  a  feature  in  the 
Man  in  the  Moon.  One  -was  to  criticise,  the  other  to  illustrate ; 
and  we  must  own,  that  the  eloquence  with  which  they  spoke  of 
“  breadth,”  “  warm  tones,”  “  cool  greens,”  and  “  pearly  tints,” 
made  us  believe  we  had  secured  something  superior.  We,  there¬ 
fore,  gave  them  a  shilling  a-piece,  and  told  them  to  try  their  hand 
at  the  British  Institution,  treating  the  Exhibition  in  a  manner 
which  would  not  only  do  credit  to  our  periodical,  but  further  the 
progress  of  European  art.  Our  readers  will  readily  conceive  our 
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disgust,  when,  after  an  unreasonably  long  interval,  we  recei  red  the 
following  : — 

Well,  now  we  have  paid  down  our  shilling, 

And  walk’d  round  the  room,  it  is  plain 
That  we  should  be  very  unwilling 
To  pay  down  our  shilling  again. 

A  thing  here  and  there’s  to  our  liking, 

But  much  we  consider  “  no  go 
With  nothing  at  all  that  is  striking, 

The  whole  is  decidedly  slow. 

Sing  fol  de  rol,  Guido  and  Titian, 

With  Reubens  and  Cuyp,  be  it  known. 

We  like  Flemish,  Dutch,  and  Venetian, 

In  short  any  school  but  our  own. 

There  is  not  a  picture  by  Turner, 

That  lord  of  poetical  smear, 

Whom  R — *  of  Poussin  the  spurner, 

Declares  is  remarkably  clear. 

A  spaniel  by  Landseer  were  cheering 
(To  send  one  or  two  was  his  wont), 

Though  horses  are  good  when  by  Herring, 

With  ducks  and  with  drakes  in  the  front. 

Sing  fol  de  rol,  &c. 

Old  Etty  in  morals  won’t  hurt  ye, 

With  nudities  fresh  from  the  south  ; 

He  gives  us  a  Jew  very  dirty, 

With  orange-peel  out  of  his  mouth. 


*  The  Oxford  Graduate. 
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Brave  Inskip  is  dashing  as  ever, 

Who  here  and  there  fearlessly  throws 
A  dab  for  an  eye — aint  it  clever  ? 

And  here  a  good  dab  for  a  nose. 

Sing  fol  de  rol,  &c. 

The  row  of  the  Fronde  seems  to  teach  us, 
That  Frenchmen  of  old  were  great  raff, 
We  swear  that  assemblage  of  features, 
Would  be  a  disgrace  to  a  “gaff.” 


No.  3. — “  oanijy’s  “  lover’s  walk. 

That  dingy  creation  of  Danby, 

Why,  hang  us,  if  we  would  not  grudge 
A  sign  of  the  Marquis  of  Granby 
To  change  for  that  surface  of  smudge. 


Sing  fol  de  rol,  & c. 
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Lee's  avenues  ail  take  delight  in, 

And  Creswick  you  never  should  pass  ; 
A  melon  by  Lance  is  inviting, 

With  Lance’s  own  face  in  a  glass. 
Then  Good  all  in  groups  is  so  pretty, 

So  rich  in  his  colours  and  gay  ; 

11  is  faces,  too — faith,  it’s  a  pity, 

That  such  we  don’t  meet  every  day. 

Sing  fol  de  rol,  &c. 


NO.  478. — A.  B.  DAVIS. 


There’s  Davis  claps  folks  in  a  trundle, 

(What  rummy  perspective  !)  There’s  Earl 
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NO.  467. — EARL. 

Who  gives  us,  embracing  a  bundle, 
A  wonderously  plain  little  girl. 
So  farewell,  our  jolly  old  shilling, 
We’ve  said,  and  we  say  it  again, 
That  we  should  be  very  unwilling 
To  spend  so  a  shilling  again. 


SiDg  fol  de  rol,  & c. 
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If  our  two  visitors  expect  any  remuneration  for  the  above,  we  beg 
to  undeceive  them  with  the  emphatic  dissyllable — Walker. 

No  Mistake. — The  best  British  Lion  is  our  British  Bul-lion. 


Out-at -Elbow  Koyalty. — The  Post,  as  everybody  knows,  has 
dubbed  the  Conde  de  Montemolin  King  of  Spain.  The  proceeding 
has  naturally  been  termed  a  farce — probably  that  called  “  A  Nabob 
for  an  Hour.” 


THE  MAN  IN  TIIE  MOON. 


NURSERY  RHYMES. 

“  There  was  a  Little  Man.” 

,  HERE  was  a  great  man, 

1  And  his  name  was  Dan, 

And  Repeal  was  his  constant  cry,  cry, 
cry, 

He  collected  all  the  Rent, 

And  then  the  money  spent ; 

And  Repeal,  then,  was  all  my  eye,  eye, 
eve. 


“  Little  Jaek  Horner” 

Little  Jack  Russell, 

All  in  a  bustle, 

To  get  rid  of  Ireland’s  cry, 

Brought  in  two  or  three  bills, 

To  cure  all  its  ills, 

And  said  what  a  ’cute  chap  am  I. 

“  Jack  and  Gill.” 

Lumley  and  Beale 
Each  tried  to  steal 
The  other’s  best  performer  ; 

But  Beale  quite  easy 
Bought  over  Grisi, 

And  Lumley  lost  his  Norma, 

“  Taffey  was  a  Welshman.” 

Beale  was  a  crafty  one,  Beale  was  full  of  blarney, 
He  came  to  my  house,  and  stole  my  Persiani. 

I  went  to  Beale’s  house,  for  this  I  couldn’t  stand, 
Beale  came  to  my  house,  and  took  away  my  band. 
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A  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND 
AFTER  THE  REPEAL. 

CHAPTER  II. 

HE  Opening  Speech  of  King  Daniel  to  his 
first  Parliament  said  a  good  deal,  and  meant 
a  good  deal,  too.  The  Rent  was  to  be  con¬ 
tinued,  as  a  tribute  to  the  man  ;  the  revenue 
to  be  raised  for  the  “  exigencies  of  the  public 
service” — meaning,  thereby,  for  the  private 
necessities  of  the  Sovereign,  his  family,  and 
dependants.  Measures  were  to  be  intro¬ 
duced  for  the  perfect  conservation  of  Ire¬ 
land  for  the  Irish — that  desirable  object 
being  proposed  to  be  effected  by  confiscating  all  Saxon  property  for 
the  use  of  the  true  Milesian  race,  and  the  deportation  of  the  hard¬ 
hearted,  close-fisted  Saxons  themselves — to  England,  or  wherever 
else  they  choose,  at  their  own  expense.  Besides  these  important 
enactments,  the  King  announced  that  a  bill  would  be  introduced 
giving  facilities  for  the  noble  pursuit  of  breeding  hunters — includ¬ 
ing  fortune  hunters — and  another,  rendering  more  easy  the  process 
of  mortgage  on  land. 

The  Tariff,  however,  was  first  dealt  with.  A  high,  amounting 
to  a  prohibitory,  duty  was  at  once  fixed  upon  the  introduction  of 
the  following  articles  : — spades,  pick- axes,  ploughs,  steam-engines 
(in  whole  or  in  part),  spinning-machines  (ditto),  all  manner  of  in¬ 
dustrial  tools  and  implements,  and  generally  on  the  entire  produce 
of  the  looms  of  Manchester,  and,  with  certain  exceptions,  the 
forges  of  Birmingham. 

Turning  to  the  other  side  of  the  account,  we  find  the  following 
articles  admitted  duty-free: — duelling  pistols  (rifled  or  smooth  bore), 
opera-glasses,  riding-whips,  timber  for  cudgels,  rags,  racers,  parch- 
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ment  for  mortgages,  dudeens,  silver  plate,  wood  for  brogues,  soft- 
soap,  blunderbusses,  and  other  articles  tending  to  develop  the  pecu¬ 
liar  industrial  and  general  characierh  Jcs  of  the  green  land  of  Erin. 

The  Session  proceeded  swimmingly.  A  species  of  Bellamy’s  was 
established  in  the  vicinity  of  the  House,  where  whiskey  and  Irish 
stew  were  served  out  to  those  of  the  Hon.  M  others  whc  —to  the 
great  disgust  of  the  more  patri  tie  portion  of  the  House — con¬ 
descended  to  the  vulgar,  Saxon,  aud  politico-economic,  process  of 
paying. 

“  Sirr,”  said  the  Hon.  Member  for  Baby  ruffian,  addressing  a 
young  member  from  the  noivq  who  was  in  the  act  of  handing 
over  sixpence — for  a  reek 'ng  tumbler  of  punch — “Sirr,  what 
you’re  after  doing,  is  unjoin.  Y manly,  and  un-Irish.”  The  result 
was  a  duel,  in  which  O’Toole  of  Ba’iyn  Han,  put  an  ounce  of  lead 
through  his  antagonist’s  eye,  and  was,  in  cons  quence,  presented 
with  a  piece  of  plate  by  Ids  co  :s.  ituents,  thirteen  of  whom  had 
died  of  st  .rvation  that  week,  in  testimony — so  said  the  inscription 
— of  the  “glorious  and  heroic  manir  r  in  which  he  had  vindicated 
the  customs  and  pro  red  unstained  the  honour  of  his  native  land 
— that  land,  grea;,  glorious,”  &c.,  & c. 

It  would  require  a  glowing  pen  fully  to  do  justice  to  the  halcyon 
days  of  Ireland,  for  the  first  four  months  after  the  Repeal.  No 
longer  did  the  base-born  Saxon  labourer  sully  the  green  fields,  or 
dim  the  pure  skies  of  Erin.  Everyth 'ng  came  back  to  the  condition 
of  the  glorious  days  of  old.  No  drudging  steam-engines  panted 
or  smoked  in  the  towns — no  whirling  spindles  dazzled  the  eyes  of 
the  Norah  Crinas  of  that  green  land  of  the  west — no  broth-of- 
a-boy  bent  the  live  long  day  in  sweaty  toil  to  pierce  the  tunnel,  or 
fling  aloft  the  bridge — the  pigs  returned  to  all  parlours — the 
windows  disappeared  from  all  cabins — the  good  old  fairs  came  up 
again — faction-fights  grew  to  be  pitched  battles— the  police  were 
disbanded — the  excise  laws  on  the  distillation  of  whiskey  abolished 
- — a  knock  on  the  head  in  a  row  was  laughed  at  as  a  joke,  although, 
mayhap,  it  bad  let  daylight  in  upon  the  recipient’s  brains — every 


134 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


man’s  cabin  was  his  castle  of  indolence — the  peasant,  freed  from 
Saxon  domination,  gaily  smoked  his  dudeen  by  the  tnrf  fire,  or  had 
an  independent  crack  at  one  of  his  friends,  with  his  musket — in  the 
“  merry  moonlight.”  The  gentry — of  the  “  old  houses” — the  “  good 
blood”  :  the  glorious  ancient  Milesian  race — flourished  exceedingly. 
Such  balls,  races,  steeple-chases,  duels,  drinking  bouts.  The  author 
of  “  Harry  Lorrequer”  took  to  writing  history  instead  of  fic¬ 
tion.  Not  a  sheriff  could  be  found  to  issue  a  distress — not  a  bailiff 
to  serve  a  writ.  The  land  teemed  with  jollity — nobody  paid  any¬ 
body — all  the  world  led  the  lives  of  Irish  gentlemen — every  bog 
resounded  with  Moore’s  melodies — the  Nation  turned  out  patriotic 
songs,  written  apparently  in  burning  whiskey,  by  the  yard — the 
betting-book  flummuxed  the  ledger — sport  was  the  word — “  Will 
any  jointleman  have  the  kindness  to  tread  on  the  tails  ov  me  coat?” 
— everybody  found  out  that  he  was  descended  from  the  Irish  Kings 
— nobody  would  work  for  fear  of  being  taken  for  a  low  mechanical 
Saxon.  “  Hand  over  the  Punch — whayre’s  the  pistols — first  flow-er 
of  the  ayrth — the  Shan -van-voght — two  to  one  on  Breakneck — 
Who  fears  to  speak  of  ’ninety- eight  ? — Briau  Boru — stick  him  for 
forty  pounds — Hooray  !  Long  life  to  King  Dan — hip,  hip,  hip, 
hooray  ! — and  a  touch  up  with  a  crow-bar  !” 

As  the  excitement  of  independence  wore  off,  however,  Ireland 
began  to  look  about  her.  King  Dan,  from  his  halls  in  Dublin 
Castle,  began  to  consider  how  he  could  best  screw  the  uttermost 
farthing  out  of  beggars  with  harps  in  the  drawing-room,  and  beggars 
with  pigs  in  the  parlour.  To  this  end  he  invented  divers  notable 
plans.  He  set  on  foot  a  female  rent,  in  commemoration  of  how 
he  had  saved  the  ladies  of  Ireland  from  the  fate  of  the  virgins  of 
Wexford  ;  and  proved  most  satisfactorily,  from  authentic  records, 
that  in  the  year  1847,  the  Whigs,  then  in  power,  secretly  aided  and 
abetted  by  the  Tories,  had  contrived  a  diabolical  conspiracy,  by 
which,  on  a  certain  night,  every  woman  in  Ireland,  between  fifteen 
and  fifty,  was  to  have  been  inhumanly  slaughtered  ;  the  naval 
estimates  had  been  enormously  increased,  and  something  like  fifty 
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war  steamers,  transporting  a  whole  colony  of  Thugs,  secretly  brough 
from  Bengal,  by  the  East  India  Company,  for  the  purpose,  were  to 
have  sailed  for  Ireland  under  the  flimsy  and  ridiculous  pretext  that 
they  were  intended  to  convey  eleemosynary  meal  to  a  starving 
population.  This  horrifying  statement  produced  a  great  impres¬ 
sion  in  Ireland.  At  a  monster  meeting  held  to  consider  the 
base  and  brutal  conduct  of  the  Saxon — on  the  Hill  of  Howth 
— It  was  resolved  that  the  deliverance  of  the  Green  Land 
should  be  celebiated  by  an  annual  festival — a  determination  acted 
upon  with  such  spirit  and  self-denying  patriotism,  that  the  fisher¬ 
men  all  along  the  west;  coast,  in  a  transport  of  grateful  enthusiasm, 
burnt  their  boats  in  bonfires  ;  and  having,  therefore,  no  further  use 
for  their  nets,  providentially,  and  with  great  foresight,  reserved  them 
for  fuel  during  the  approaching  winter. 

It  was  not  only  the  Galway  fishermen — ever  a  meek,  far-seeing, 
self-denying  race — who  looked  out  for  the  ways  and  means  of 
jogging  along  during  the  approaching  cold  reason.  King  Dan,  in 
his  anxiety  for  his  beloved  people,  was  not  idle.  The  Kent, 
particularly  the  female  contributions,  had  come  in  briskly  ;  but,  of 
course,  it  was  net  to  be  expected  that  one  man,  so  heavily  burdened, 
could  support  an  entire  peasantry.  His  Majesty  wrote  a  polite  and 
modest  address  to  the  people  of  England,  in  which  he  enquired 
whether  that  magnanimous  nation  would  contemplate,  unmoved, 
a  sister  people,  dying  of  hunger — concluding,  by  stating  in  an  in¬ 
terrogative  form, — “he  supposed  that  Great  Britain  didn’t  happen 
to  have  such  a  thing  as  Ten  Millions  about  her?” 

No  reply  having  been  vouchsafed  to  this  communication,  a 
universal  burst  of  indignant  wrath  exploded  over  Ireland,  and  war 
with  Great  Britain  would  have  infallibly  been  at  once  declared, 
were  it  not  for  the  somewhat  defective  state  of  the  Irish  navy,  which 
numbered  at  the  time — two  pig  steamers — three  hatch  boats — once 
belonging  to  the  Dublin  Yacht  Club — live  ancient  and  battered 
schooners,  and  one  rotten  dredging  machine. 

(  To  be  Continued.) 
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THE  CASINO  POLKERS. 

IELDING  to  the  passion  of  the  day,  we 
have  lately  visited  M.  Laurent’s  Casino, 
being  induced  to  attend  by  an  attack  of  the 
last  Influenza,  after  hearing  that  a  shil¬ 
ling’s-worth  of  Polka,  taken  warm,  with  a 
hat  and  paletot,  was  the  most  agreeable 
remedy. 

We  are  not  of  those  who  turn  up  their 
noses  at  the  attraction  of  the  Casino.  A 
serious  article  might  be  written  upon  the 
reformation  which  the  Polka  has  worked 
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in  the  habits  of  the  masses — and,  more  especially,  of  our  friends  the 
Gents,  whom  it  has  in  a  measure  humanised.  Bat  we  prefer,  in 
this  place,  to  seize  upon  the  lighter  characteristics  of  the  Polka  ; 
and  show  how  clearly  characters  may  be  defined  from  the  manner 
in  which  the  various  couples  dance  it.  We  may  first  notice  the 
couple  who  appear  as  here  portrayed  : — 


We  may  call  these  the  Domestic  Polkers.  With  the  lady’s  right 
hand  held  to  his  hip,  and  her  bouquet  elevated  over  his  right 
shoulder,  you  will  see  the  gentleman  guiding  his  partner  in  every 
direction — making  little  steps— almost  fidgetting — interfering  with 
nobody,  but  perfectly  happy  in  their  own  enjoyment,  the  gentle¬ 
man  now  taking  the  lead,  and  now  the  lady — quiet,  orderly,  and 
graceful.  Be  sure  that  a  menage  conducted  by  these  two,  would  be 
a  comfortable  and  unassuming  affair. 
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The  Retreaters  may  be  considered,  in  social  life,  as  rather 
feeble-minded  persons,  to  be  impelled  anywhere  by  a  clever  woman. 
Here  is  one  of  them : — 


You  will  see  that  he  is  all  very  well,  but  the  lady  has  the  ad¬ 
vantage  of  him  ;  and,  whilst  he  is  wrapt  up  in  the  contemplation  of 
her,  and  his  hand  (which  he  artfully  displays  to  great  advantage, 
although  he  would  not  have  you  think  so),  he  is  made,  by  her,  to 
go,  in  a  measure  blindfold,  into  all  manner  of  intrusive  positions. 
As  a  Polker,  he  is  spooney  and  a  victim  :  married,  he  would  be  soft 
and  henpecked. 

Very  different  to  him  is  the  Go-a-head,  as  we  here  have  him 
portrayed — cane  up  in  the  air — all  sails  set,  and  driving  his  partner 
before  him,  in  the  back  step,  through  all  sorts  of  obstacles,  merely 
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using  the  woman,  as  a  steamboat  does  a  fender,  to  take  off  the 
shock  of  the  continuous  concussions  ;  or  making  her  simply  clear 
the  way  for  him.  He  is  not  too  gallant — he  is  too  selfish  ;  and, 
married,  would  be  exactly  the  sort  of  person  to  make  his  wife  do 
everything  he  did  not  care  to  do  himself.  Men  of  this  kind  make 
their  way  in  the  world  as  they  do  in  a  Polka,  by  going  rough-shod 
over  everybody  ;  but,  as  also  in  a  Polka,  they  have  an  awful  lot  of 
enemies  in  the  persons  of  all  those  whose  ankles,  ribs,  and  elbows 
they  have  insulted. 

For  ourselves,  we  recommend  an  amalgamation  of  all  these 
styles  ;  keeping  the  hand  well  up  in  the  air,  to  prevent  poking  out 
the  eyes  of  the  company  with  the  finger-post  position,  or  digging 
them  in  the  ribs  with  the  angular  elbow  when  the  hand  is  on  the 
hips  ;  going  backwards  and  forwards,  or  round  and  the  reverse,  as 
either  may  please  ;  and  keeping  the  heads  over  each  other’s  right 
No.  3.  I 
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shoulder,  that  each  may  see  which  way  they  are  going.  And  this, 
in  compliment  to  the  conductor,  we  order  to  be  called 


THE  LAURENT  POLKERg. 

Nice  little  dramatic  readings,  too,  may  the  student  who  loves  to 
peruse  those  living  books — bound  in  cloth  and  calf-skin — in  other 
words  men  and  women — pick  up  on  the  floor  and  in  the  galleries 
of  our  pleasant  Casinos.  The  cut  on  the  opposite  page  gives  a 
notion  of  one  of  those  coat  and  breeches  tragi-comedies,  in  which 
the  Fast,  by  the  laws  of  nature,  leave  behind  the  Slow  ;  and  the 
gentleman  smashes  for  ever  the  unhappy  gent.  The  cast  and  argu¬ 
ment  of  the  piece  run  thus : — 
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Mr.  Firps,  a  small  Gent. 

Horace  Thornton,  Esq.,  a  West-end  J Ian, 
Charles,  his  Friend. 

A  Young  Lady. 

Scene. —  The  Lowther  Arcade. 

Thornton  expresses  his  desire  to  dance  a  Polka  with  the  young 
lady.  Charles  attracts  the  attention  of  Fipps,  by  begging  the  fa¬ 
vour  of  alight.  Thornton  proffers  his  suit.  Grand  tableau.  The 
Polka  promised  !  Triumph  of  the  two  friends,  and  fa^e  of  Fipps  ! 
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“BUNN!  WHA  HAE” 

A  NEW  SONG. 

Bunn  !  wha  hae  wi’  Wallace  sped, 

Bunn'!  for  whom  Bruce  oft  has  led, 

Bunn  !  whom  Jenny  Lind  doth  dread, 

Strike  for  victory  ! 
Now’s  the  day,  and  now’s  the  hour, 

Don’t  to  Lumley’s  programme  cower  ; 

See  proud  Beale  approach  in  power, 

Back’d  by  Royalty. 
Though  the  contract’s  void,  they  say, 

Though  your  ballet  go  away, 

Though  Baderna  cannot  stay, 

Don’t  desponding  get. 
By  fair  Thillon’s  eyes  and  curls, 

By  CarJott,a  Grisi’s  twirls, 

“  Bondmen”  and  “  Bohemian”  girls, 

You  may  be  happy  yet. 


The  Patriot  of  the  Pauper’s  Penny. — We  have  at  last  dis¬ 
covered  the  estate  from  which  Dan  draws  his  rent. — It  is  the  estate 
of  sin  and  misery. 

More  Worst  Puns. — A  monster,  in  human  form,  has  perpe¬ 
trated  the  following  : — “As  the  great  struggle  going  on  between  the 
rival  operas  seems  to  have  for  its  main  object  the  enticement  of 
Jenny  Lind  to  one  or  other  of  the  houses,  the  contest  may  be 
termed  the  Battle  of  Wooing-Lind-in  (Hoenlinden).”  We  are 
happy  to  state  that  the  Home-Office  has  offered  a  reward  of  £100 
for  the  apprehension  of  the  perpetrator  ;  and  we  are  assured  that 
the  detective  force  are  indefatigable  in  their  researches. 
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SPORTING  INTELLIGENCE. 


ORD  BROUGHAM  backs  himself  to  make 
more  rash  statements,  revoke  them  faster 
and  leave  his  hearers  in  a  greater  state  of 
perplexity,  than  any  politician  of  his  ma¬ 
ture  years  and  experience. 

Mr.  Maddox,  of  the  Princess’s  Theatre 
offers  to  bring  out  more  pieces  and  pay 
less  for  them,  than  anv  other  manager  in 
London,  for  £20  a  side. 

Mr.  Keeley,  alias  B romp  ton  Bob,  on  the 
other  hand,  undertakes  to  bring  out  fewer 
pieces  and  run  them  longer,  than  any 

manager  of  his  height  and  weight. 

Mr.  Grattan,  alias  the  Westminster  Mulligan,  undertakes  to  pick 
up  a  dozen  quarrels  with  his  mouth  in  a  dozen  hours,  placed  one 
bench  apart  from  each  other. 

Mr.  Roebuck,  alias  the  Bath  Brick,  is  ready  to  slang  the  West¬ 
minster  Mulligan,  any  night  he  may  appoint,  for  a  steak  and  trim¬ 
mings,  at  Bellamy’s.  The  money  is  lodged  in  the  Speaker’s  hands. 

Friend  W.  Howitt,  alias  the  Literary  Paul  Pry ,  wdl  plunge  his 
nose  deeper  into  other  people’s  family  matters,  and  get  more  fleas 
in  his  ear  therefrom,  than  any  man  of  his  dead  weight  in  London. 

The  Whitefriars  Dodger  will  get  up  a  greater  reputation,  and  do 
less  for  it,  than  Lord  William  JLennox.  He  will  also  bring  out  more 
plays,  and  have  less  to  do  with  writing  them  than  Mountain  Sylph 

Thackeray.  * 

Not  to  be  confounded  with  the  revered  Michael  Angelo  Titmarsh. 
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THE  MADMAN'S  PASTORAL. 

A  LUNATIC  LAY. 

The  sparrow  grazes  in  the  stream ; 

The  lambs  chirp  blithly  on  the  spray  ; 

The  fish,  upborne  in  morning’s  beam, 

Through  the  bright  heavens  skim  their  way. 
And  nature,  from  each  verdant  cloud, 

In  gayest  ribbons  mildly  dress’d, 

Calls  to  the  leafy  deep  aloud, 

Itself  caressing  and  caress’d. 

Then  come  with  me,  and  we  will  go, 

Where  the  flowery  pebbles  blow. 

The  Argus  mole,  with  filmy  wing, 

Crouched  in  a  cowslip,  trills  its  lay; 

Whilst  the  bright  caterpillars  sing 
Their  requiem  to  the  rising  day. 

And  snow-drops,  cradled  on  the  breeze, 

Begin  to  blow  their  echoing  horn; 

Whilst  flights  of  granite  leave  their  trees; 

And  shells  leap  gaily  from  the  corn. 

Then  come  with  me  and  we  will  go, 

Where  the  flowery  pebbles  blow. 


A  E  an  no  it  paper  informs  us,  that  the  guillotine  manufacturing  in¬ 
terest  is  looking  up.  In  Paris,  during  the  past  year,  several  “revo¬ 
lutionary  thermometers”  have  been  made  for  exportation.  Most 
members  of  the  European  family  have  been  content  with  one'  guil¬ 
lotine  apiece;  but  Greece,  it  appears,  has  ordered  two.  We  should 
tieinble  for  poor  Otho.  if  we  did  not  know  that  his  Greek  Majesty 
had  long  situ  c  pe*du  sa  (etc. 
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READING  FOR  THE  MILLION. 

The  newspapers  tell  us  that  Reading-rooms  are  about  to  be  estab¬ 
lished  in  the  City,  for  the  benefit  of  the  labouring  classes.  We 
believe  that  the  scheme  ought  to  be  promoted  in  charity  to  Mr. 
G.  P.  R.  James,  Mrs.  Gore,  and  other  steam-propelled  novelists  ; 
who  will  at  length,  by  resorting  to  the  class  with  whom  hard  labour 
is  the  condition  of  life,  meet  with  persons  capable  of  becoming  their 
readers.  The  idea  is  certainly  a  very  good  one,  and  may  be  carried 
out  with  great  advantage,  not  only  to  the  writers  we  have  men¬ 
tioned,  but  to  the  literary  world  in  general.  The  existence  of  these 
reading-rooms  for  the  labouring  classes  will  enable  many  industrious 
book-manufacturers  to  find  a  better  market  than  the  batterman  can 
supply  for  the  disposal  of  their  wares  j  and  the  trunk-makers  will 
no  longer  be  called  upon  to  accept  paper  which  the  public  have  re¬ 
fused  to  endorse.  We  would  suggest  that  a  plan  might  be  adopted 
in  the  reading-rooms,  similar  to  that  practised  by  Mr.  Hullah,  in  his 
singing  classes  ;  and,  that  the  individual  who  goes  through  the 
heaviest  amount  of  light  literature  in  a  given  period,  might  be  re¬ 
warded  with  some  implement  of  the  particular  trade  to  which  he 
belongs.  Thus,  if  a  coalheaver  should  display  the  greatest  powers 
of  endurance,  he  would,  of  course,  be  presented  with  the  sack  : 
while — should  a  carpenter  have  succeeded  in  grappling  with  the 
greatest  number  of  wise  saws — his  prize  would  naturally  be  a  saw 
of  a  more  material  description.  We  have  only  to  reiterate  our 
approbation  of  the  general  nature  of  the  scheme,  and  to  urge,  in 
the  most  pointed  manner  possible,  upon  the  committee  or  directors, 
the  absolute  necessity,  if  they  wish  their  constituents  to  be  at  once 
merry  and  wise,  of  ordering  an  unlimited  supply  of  our  own  un¬ 
pretending  and  modest — but  most  admirable  and  renowned — peri¬ 
odical. 
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SAEE  HOSPITALITY. 


COME,  COME,— YOU  MUST  DINE  WITH  US  TO  DAY.— THE  GIRLS 

EXPECT  YOU  ! 


As  Mademoiselle  Lind  turns  about  and  jumps  about  with  such 
facility  from  one  opera  and  one  management  to  another,  we  pro- 
pose  that,  in  future,  she  be  termed  “  Spinning  Jenny  Lind.” 
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EPISODICAL  ETCHINGS. 

Our  funny  neighbours,  the  French,  have  lately  gone  with  consi¬ 
derable  ardour  into  the  marine  painting  line,  apparently  with  the  view 
of  proving  to  the  world  that  if  we  have  always  defeated  them  by 
wholesale,  they  have  ever  thrashed  us  black  and  blue  by  retail. 
The  blue  lights  thrown  upon  history  by  the  pictorial  episodes  of  the 
battles  of  the  Nile  and  of  Trafalgar,  as  vouched  for  by  French  au¬ 
thority,  are  as  curious  as  they  are  novel.  What  a  wonderful  num¬ 
ber  of  maritime  “  mute  inglorious  Miltons  ”  have  our  happy 
neighbours  possessed.  Of  course  it  was  the  native  modesty  so  in¬ 
herent  in  the  Gaul  which  shrunk  from  recording  in  history  the  ex¬ 


ploits  of  La  Blague,  of  20  guns,  demolishing  half-a-dozen  British 
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ships  of  the  line,  or  of  La  Carotte,  of  10  guns,  yard-arm  and  yard¬ 
arm  for  eight  hours  with  two  English  three-deckers.  Nevertheless 
the  maritime  heroes  of  Erance  do  now  enjoy  a  print  shop  window 
renown.  ’Tis  quite  a  lesson  for  us,  who  rule  the  waves,  to  see  how 
we  have  been  pummelled  without  ever  having  heard  of  it;  to 
see — on  paper — a  gallant  French  frigate,  the  gaudy  tricolor  still 
flying  from  her  Eoyal  mast  head,  firing  a  last  triumphant  salvo 
over  the  sinking  hulks  and  shattered  rigging  of  a  dozen  of  dis¬ 
mantled  British  men  of  war.  True,  we  did  once  actually  witness  a 
contest,  the  prodigies  of  valour  performed  in  which — albeit  we  were 
the  victors — led  us  to  place  some  faith  in  the  power  of  single-handed 
superlative  pluck,  against  many-handed  mere  ordinary  average 
valour.  The  champion  was  one  of  a  gallant  British  band,  literally 
so,  for  he  played  the  trombone;  and,  upon  finding  himself  unhappily 
surrounded  by  a  company  of  French  Cuirassiers,  instead  of  laying 
down  his  brass  and  yielding  himself  a  prisoner  of  war,  did  fearlessly 
and  heroically,  for  the  space  of  full  ten  minutes,  fight  the  whole 
squadron,  banging  away  right  and  left  with  the  lengthening  part  of 
his  trombone,  and  never  pausing  the  whole  time  in  a  brilliant  per¬ 
formance  of  “  God  Save  the  Queen,”  thus  literally  giving  blow  for 
blow. 

The  battle  at  which  this  instance  of  heroism  occurred  was  the 
battle  of  Waterloo — at  Astley’s. 

In  order  to  complete  the  series  of  Episodical  Views  of  naval  com¬ 
bats,  now  being  published  by  the  French,  we  beg  to'  subjoin  the  ac¬ 
companying  engraving  from  a  sketch  on  the  spot,  taken  by  a  French 
horse-marine,  and  representing  the  terrific  combat  between  the 
English  ships  Rosbif  and  Portare-beer ,  and  the  French;  ship  Coq 
Galloifi. 

Full  details  of  the  engagement  will  be  found  in  the  abridgment 
of  Thiers’s  “  History  of  the  Consulate  and  Empire.”  Vol  23, 
page  12975. 
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THE  BAL  MASQUE  AT  CROCKFORD’S. 

N  THURSDAY,  ere  the  time  was 
come 

For  supper’s  joys— the  guests  were 
glum, 

And  deep  as  thunder  was  the  hum 
Of  thousands  polking  sullenly. 

But  Crockford’s  saw  another  sight, 
When  the  bell  rang  at  dead  of  night. 
Commanding  streams  of  gas  to  light 
Her  supper-r  jom’s  gay  scenery. 

In  Hart’s  and  Nathan’s  costumes  lent, 
Each  polkeuse  chose  some  visor’d  Gent 
And  eagerly  the  cash  was  spent 

To  join  the  coming  revelry. 

Then  rushed  the  crowds,  by  hunger  driven, 

Then  rang  the  room,  with  laughter  riven, 

And  loudly  were  the  orders  given 

For  champagne  popping  merrily. 

But  louder  yet  the  noise  shall  grow, 

Ere  Crockford’s  masquers  thence  shall  go, 

And  faster  vet  the  wine  shall  flow, 

•> 

From  bottles  emptied  rapidly. 

’Tis  day,  and  scarce  the  exhausted  band 
Can  sleep’s  o’erpowering  charms  withstand, 

While  Jullien  waves  his  wearied  hand, 

And  leads  the  final  galopaae. 
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The  pace  now  quickens.  On,  ye  slow! 

Or  crushed  by  numbers,  down  you’ll  go. 

Blow,  Koenig!  loud  thy  post-horn  blow, 

And  make  the  walls  re-echo  thee ! 

Few,  few,  remain  that  sound  to  greet, 

The  dancers  rest  their  burning  feet ; 

And  each  cab  in  St.  James’s-street 

Bears  home  some  worn-out  reveller. 


Parliamentary  Intelligence. — A  few  nights  since,  the  Mar¬ 
quis  of  Lansdowne  laid  on  the  table  of  the  House  of  Lords,  a  copy 
of  the  convention  between  her  Majesty  and  the  King  of  the  Sand¬ 
wich  Islands,  “  which,  he  was  happy  to  say,  had  been  made  on  the 
best  possible  terms.”  The  principle  item  in  the  treaty  was,  we  are 
informed,  that  British  subjects  are  not  henceforward  to  be  treated, 
as  heretofore,  like  sandwiches,  when  they  land  in  his  Majesty’s 
dominions. 


An  Old  Ass. — A  Brighton  paper  states,  that  a  donkey  belonging 
to  a  Mr.  G-andey,  died  on  the  1st  ult.,  at  the  advanced  age  of  a  hun¬ 
dred  years.  The  paper  adds  :  “It  was  a  great  favorite  wit  1  its  mas¬ 
ter,  and  was  well  provided  for  up  to  the  time  of  its  death.”  This  is 
very  satisfactory  intelligence;  but  one  or  two  queries  suggest  them¬ 
selves  after  reading  it.  In  the  first  place,  how  did  Mr.  Gandey 
know  that  his  donkey  was  a  hundred  years  old?  Was  the  animal 
duly  registered  when  born?  had  Mr.  Gandey  an  attested  pedigree? 
or  is  Mr.  Gandey  that  celebrated  personage  known  as  “  the  oldest 
inhabitant?”  aud  was  he  present  when  his  favourite  was  foaled? 
Perhaps  Mr.  Gandey  tried  the  same  speculation  with  his  donkey  as 
that  well-known  character,  who,  having  heard  that  ravens  live  a 
hundred  years,  bought  a  young  one  to  see  if  it  were  true!  If  so, 
we  congratulate  him  on  the  success  of  his  experiment. 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON, 


151 


BREWED  AT  HOME— DRUNK  ABROAD. 

It  appears  that  native  talent,  like  native  oysters,  must,  to  be  appre- 
ciated,  be  wrenched  from  its  parent  bed,  and  enjoyed  elsewhere. 
English  singers  are  like  prophets,  it  being  notorious  that  the  latter 
individuals  have  no  honour  in  their  own  country — their  avocation, 
in  fact,  being  a  mere  embodiment  of  the  rule  of  prophet  and  loss. 

It  is  quite  delightful  for  a  people  like  ourselves,  who  are  always 
being  told  by  high  art  critics  that  we  are  a  tuneless,  set,  and  that 
music  must  come  from  the  other  side  of  the  Alps,  to  find  the  prin¬ 
cipal  theatres  of  Italy  triumphantly  invaded  by  tenores,  sopranos, 
baritones,  contraltos,  and  bassi,  nursed  amid  British  fogs.  Ladies 
and  gentlemen,  who  in  England  would  be  counted  very  small  beer 
indeed,  seem  to  have  no  difficulty  in  doing  duty  for  double  stout  in 
Italy — although,  indeed,  the  furores  created  by  Signor  Snooksini 
and  Signora  Smithersi,  in  Venice  or  Genoa,  would,  no  doubt,  be 
also  produced  by  those  gifted  individuals  in  Drury  Lane  or  Covent 
Garden — only  the  enthusiasm  of  the  public  might  unhappily  burst 
forth  in  the  shape  of  a  storm  of  hissing.  Be  that  as  it  may,  how¬ 
ever,  the  following  scrap  of  Transalpine  musical  intelligence  must 
delight  every  true-born  Englishman  . — 

“  Rome — 1st  of  April. — The  City  of  the  Ccesars  has  been  per¬ 
fectly  taken  by  storm  by  the  debut  of  an  English  tenor,  Signor 
Buffumsini,  of  the  Cat  and  Tripe-shop  Concert  rooms,  East  Smith- 
field,  London.  The  furore  created  by  this  gifted  artiste  is  extraor¬ 
dinary.  The  Pope  has  presented  him  with  a  magnificent  plated 
coal-scuttle,  and  on  the  night  of  his  first  appearance  he  was  called 
eighty-seven  times  before  the  curtain.  His  organ  is  a  sound  tenor 
of  remarkably  even  register,  extending  from  A  above  the  lines  to  Z 
below  them.  The  house  was  perfectly  electrified  by  his  glorious 
interpretation  of  the  divine  movement  in  X  fiat,  one  of  Fiddleini’s 
greatest  inspirations  in  the  opera  of  Chim-along-Chosy — while  the 
colouring  he  flung  over  the  modulations  of  the  arpeggio  passages 
in  Q  minor,  evoked  a  perfect  avalanche  of  bouquets.  Signor  Buf¬ 
fumsini  is,  undoubtedly,  the  most  sublime  artiste  of  his  dav. 
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STANZAS  TO  ANYBODY. 

(Attributed  to  the  Poet  Bunn;  but  contributed  by  various  Authors  i) 

Oh  !  when  wilt  thou  meet  me,  love  ?  tell  me,  I  pray  ; 
Couched  in  a  lily-bell  all  the  long  day  ; 

With  lightning  above  us  and  darkness  below, 

Under  the  blossom  that  hangs  on  the  bough. 

For  I  said  I  would  show  the  night  flowers  their  queen, 

Her  purest  of  crystal — her  brightest  of  green  ; 

With  reproof  on  her  lip,  but  a  smile  in  her  eye, 

To  reflect  back  her  blushes,  and  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

Then  tell  me,  oh,  tell  me,  love,  wilt  thou  be  mine, 

When  time  hath  bereft  thee  of  charms  now  divine  ? 

For  when  all  the  world  smiles,  should  a  beauty  look  glum  ? 
And  the  village  all  flies  to  the  sound  of  the  drum. 

Though,  whatever  the  wine,  it  a  bumper  must  be, 

For  this  world  is  the  planet  for  you,  love,  and  me  ; 

With  moss-bordered  streamlet  and  balm-breathing  gale, 

All  which  I  now  quaff  to  sweet  Nan  of  the  Yale. 

For  ’tis  better  with  wine  to  extinguish  the  light, 

Than  to  sully  a  heart  that’s  so  brilliantly  bright  ; 

Whilst  echo  caught  faintly  the  sound  as  it  fell, 

Of  the  old  oaken  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well. 

For,  though  many  have  circled  the  board  since  we  met, 

And  the  high-mettled  racer  starts  first  for  the  plate, 

My  cares  in  a  whiff  of  tobacco  I’ll  smother  ; 

Oh  !  thou’st  been  the  cause  of  this  anguish,  my  mother  ! 
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A  COUNTER-BLAST  TO  CIGAR  MAKING. 

Mr.  Moon, 

I  have  something  of  use  to  tell  you.  A  hint. 

Some  one  may  possibly  ask  you  to  buy  a  machine  for  making 
your  own  cigars.  Don’t.  The  process  is  slow,  and  the  result  is 
unsatisfactory.  You  will  easily  conceive  this,  when  I  tell  you  that 
you  won’t  make  cigars  at  all,  but  things  which  Spaniards  call 
*£  cigarettos”  and  for  which  Englishmen  (thank  Heaven  !)  have  no 
name  whatever. 


A  B  C  D 


A  is  a  hollow  tube,  larger  at  top  than  bottom.  B  is  a  funnel 
which  goes  into  A  ;  C  is  a  sort  of  rammer  which  goes  into  A, 
through  B.  I)  is  a  bit  of  thin  paper,  which  looks  flat,  but  which 
the  heat  of  the  operation  expands  into  a  tube,  which  fits  the  interior 
of  A.  This  is,  in  fact,  the  outside  of  the  so-called  c:gar,  which, 
being  inserted  in  A,  is  supplied  with  tobacco  by  the  joint  operation 
of  B  and  C. 

I  send  you  the  portraits  of  four  so-called  cigars,  made  by  your 
humble  servant. 
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A  has  the  bottom  punched  out,  and  the  tobacco  hangs  like 
dishevelled  locks.  B  has  got  a  weakness  in  the  middle,  so  that 
there  is  no  junction  between  the  tobacco  at  the  two  ends.  C,  from 
its  smoothness,  is  exquisite  as  a  work  of  art,  but  it  will  no  more 
draw  than  a  bad  lead  pencil.  D  is  the  best  of  the  lot,  being  neither 
too  tight  nor  too  weak.  It  is,  in  fact,  a  success,  but  it  is  no  luxury. 


MORAL. 


If  you  want  to  smoke  a  cigar,  buy  a  cigar.  If  you  want  to 
smoke  tobecco,  stick  it  in  a  pipe. 


Experientia. 


Prussia  has  at  length  got  her  Constitution.  We  fear,  however, 
that  it  can  never  be  supported  on  the  strengthless  Diet  prescribed 
for  it. 


A  Happy  Change. — In  consequence  of  its  soporific  tendencies, 
the  facetious  managers  of  the  Curtain  are  about  to  re-baptise  it  the 
Counterpane. 
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INQUEST  ON  THE  LATE  MASTER  PAUL 

DOMBEY. 


ERIIAPS  no  Inquest  has  ever  had  the  in¬ 
terest  of  that  held  the  other  day  before  the 
Man  in  the  Moon  and  a  jury  of  highly  re¬ 
spectable  literary  characters,  at  the  Horns 
Tavern,  to  enquire  into  the  death  of  Master 
Paul  Dombey,  of  the  well-known  firm  of 
Dombey  and  Son.  Tbe  jury  first  proceeded 
to  view  the  body,  which  they  found  to  be  in  a 


state  of  premature  decay. 

On  their  return,  the  Coroner,  alter  a  few  severe  ob¬ 
servations  on  the  conduct  of  literary  parents  in  adding 
to  the  surplus  population  of  the  republic  of  letters,  with¬ 
out  sufficiently  calculating  their  means  of  supporting 
their  offspring,  proceeded  at  once  with  the  enquiry. 

The  first  witness  called  was 

Miss  Jane  Dickybird  :  Has  known  the  deceased, 
Paul  Dombey,  from  his  earliest  years — she  begged 
pardon — from  his  earliest  numbers.  Deceased  was  a  little  dear. 
Had  no  hesitation  in  calling  him  a  duck.  He  was  so  pretty,  and 
said  such  sweet  little  words  ;  quite  darlings  of  words  for  a  dear 
tiny  mite  as  he  was.  Fell  in  love  with  deceased.  Everybody  must 
have.  Was  quite  shocked  at  his  death.  Received  the  news  by  the 
last  number.  Did  not  quite  understand  that  he  was  dead  at  first, 
the  intimation  was  in  such  terribly  fine  writing.  Had  to  read  it 
three  times  over  before  she  could  make  anything  of  it,  and  then 
asked  her  brother.  Thought  the  author  of  the  dear  child’s  ex¬ 
istence  very  cruel — a  nasty,  sad,  naughty  man,  for  killing  such  a 
sweet  poppet — of  course  he  killed  it.  Fie  for  shame  upon  him. 

No.  3  * 
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How  could  he  be  so  wicked  ?  Thought  him  an  odious  man.  Has 
quite  hated  him  ever  since. 

Mr.  Scribbley  Nibbs  was  the  next  witness.  Was  an  author  by 
trade — he  meant  profession.  Had  much  experience  in  the  rearing 
of  literary  bantlings.  Had  had  scores  of  his  own.  Thought  a 
great  deal  of  them.  Nobody  else  did.  More  shame  for  them. 
Believed  his  were  the  finest  children  in  the  world.  They  were 
utterly  neglected  by  the  public.  Thinks  the  public  an  ass.  Has 
seen  Paul  Dombey — thought  him  a  humbug — quite  out  of  propor¬ 
tion — by  no  means  naturally  formed — a  monster  in  facf.  Con¬ 
sidered  bis  mind  (if  he  had  any),  as  affected.  Did  not  think  that 
he  would  have  been  good  for  anything  had  he  grown  up  ;  did  not 
see  any  useful  part  he  could  have  filled.  Thought  he  would  have 
been  very  difficult  to  rear.  Never  expected  that  he  would  have 
lived.  Had  prophesied  his  death  to  everybody. 

Cross  Examined:  Could  point  to  nobody  as  having  heard  the 
prediction. 

Examination  in  Chief  Continued:  Thought  the  character  of  Paul 
too  bad  to  be  endured  long. 

Cross  Examined:  It  might  have  been  too  good  to  last  long. 
Would  not  swear  which.  Had  his  own  opinions. 

At  the  suggestion  of  one  of  the  jury,  the  parent  of  the  child,  Mr. 
Charles  Dickens,  was  here  put  into  the  witness’  box.  He  was  re¬ 
spectably  dressed  in  mourning,  but  seemed  to  manifest  little: 
emotion. 

The  examination  was  continued  by  the  Coroner. 

Knew  the  deceased — rather  ought  to.  Had  been  instrumental  in' 
bringing  him  into  the  world.  Never  had  any  definite  notion  of 
what  to  do  with  him.  The  child  was  very  precocious.  Thought 
precocity  a  very  good  thing  for  getting  an  effective  chapter  or  two 
out  of.  Had  once  thought  of  making  “  Son”  the  agent  of  retribu¬ 
tion  on  “  Dombey.”  Abandoned  the  notion.  Did  not  see  his  way 
in  working  it  out.  Considered  that  he  had  a  right  to  do  what  he 
liked  with  his  own.  Took  things  as  they  came.  Did  not  know 
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what  a  chapter  or  a  page  might  bring  forth.  When  he  had  no 
more  use  for  a  personage,  or  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  it, 
killed  him  off  at  once.  It  was  very  pathetic  and  very  convenient. 

Here  Miss  Dickybird  fainted,  and  was  carried  out. 

Had  got  his  change  out  of  Paul.  Had  been  very  much  afraid 
of  his  growing  troublesome  on  his  (witness's)  hands.  Thought  it 
best,  on  the  whole,  to  get  rid  of  him.  If  he  was  asked  to  name  the 
disease  of  which  Paul  had  expired,  thought  it  was  an  attack  of  a 
cute  “  DonVknow- what- to-do- with-him-phobia.”  Had  it  not  super¬ 
vened,  he  would  have  suffered  under,  and  probably  succumbed,  at 
last,  to  a  chronic  affection,  technically  called  “  Being-in- the-way- 
ism.”  These  complaints  were  very  prevalent  in  the  iiterary  world, 
and  very  fatal. 

This  being  the  whole  of  the  evidence  to  which  the  court  had 
patience  to  listen,  the  “  Man  in  the  Moon”  summed  up. 

The  jury  retired,  and  having  determined  upon  their  decision  by 
tossing  up,  returned  the  following  verdict,  through  their  foreman, 
John  Forster,  Esq. — “That  the  deceased  had  died  through  want  of 
the  common  necessaries  of  life.” 

THE  FUNERAL. 

This  melancholy  ceremonial  took  place  upon  an  uncertain  day 
last  month.  The  popular  demonstrations  of  grief  were  striking. and 
general.  Passing  bells  were  rung  by  various  respectable  artisans, 
who,  from  an  early  hour,  perambulated  the  streets  and  squares  of 
the  metropolis,  carrying  cuckoo  clocks — emblems  of  the  fleeting 
nature  of  time — under  their  arms,  and  sounding  a  monotonous 
peal  upon  the  alarums  of  these  useful  household  implements;  while, 
upon  the  line  of  procession,  there  was  not  a  bankrupt  tradesman 
whose  establishmentfliad  not  been  closed. 

The  mournful  cortege  started  from  the  publishers’,  at  a  reasonable 
hour,  in  the  following  order,  having  been  marshalled  by  the  illus¬ 
trious  Shillebeer. 

K  2 
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Detachment  of  Police, 

Carrying  Literary  Gazettes  to  Clear  the  Way. 


Literary 
Undertakers, 
Waranted 
to  Accomplish  the 
Interment  of 
Every  New  Work. 


Circulating 
Library  Keepers, 
Two  and  Two 
(Strewing  Catalogues 
on  the  Ground 
for  Flowers.) 


f  Literary 

Undertakers, 
Warranted 
to  Accomplish  the 
Interment  of 
Every  New  Work. 


Parliamentary 

Mutes, 

Warranted  never  to 
Speak  to  the 
Purpose. 


f  A  Street  Band, 
j  Playing  a  Lively  Air 
)  From  one  of 
\  Macfarren’s  Operas, 
j  as  a  Dead  March. 

I 


Parliamentary 

Mutes, 

Warranted  never  to 
Speak  to  the 
Purpose. 


Borne  by  Four  Virgins  in  White  Robes,  viz. : 

Miss  Niminy,  Miss  Piminy, 

Miss  Fiddle,  Miss  Faddle. 


Members 
of  the 
Examiner 
Clique. 


Penny 

a 

Liners. 


r 


THE  AUT  H  O  R , 
Supported  by 

Bradbury  and  Evans. 

The  Celebrated  and  Talented  }- 
John  Forster,  Esq., 

Bearing  the  Author’s  Hatband, 

And  kept  up  by 
Two  Able-bodied  Porters. 

Literary  Friends  of  the  Deceased, 

Two  and  Two, 

The  Rear  brought  up  by 
Bulwkr  Sergeant 

Lytton  Talfourd. 


Members 
of  the 
Examiner 
Clique. 


Penny 

a 

Liners. 


The  whole  closed  by 
A  Body  of  Printer’s  Devils, 

“  Hallooing,  and  Singing  of  Anthems.” 


Upon  the  arrival  of  the  procession  at  the  place  of  interment, 
and  after  the  melancholy  duties  had  been  paid  to  Paul  (without 
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robbing  Peter),  the  following  Requiem  was  chanted  over  the  grave, 
by  the  Circulating  Library  Keepers— the  production  having  been 
arranged  and  altered  from  the  Coronach  in  the  “  Lady  of  the  Lake,” 
expressly  for  the  occasion,  by  the  celebrated  and  talented  John 
Forster,  Esq. 


REQUIEM  FOR  PAUL  DOMBEY. 

Thou  art  gone  from  our  counter, 
Thou  art  lost  to  our  pocket, 

Thou  hast  fallen,  brief  mounter, 

Like  stick  of  a  rocket. 

New  numbers  appearing, 

Fresh  interest  may  borrow; 

But  we  go  on  “  Oh  dearing, 

For  Paul  there’s  no  morrow.” 

Tol  de  rol,  &  c. 

The  mind’s  eye  of  the  peeper 
Saw  thy  manhood  in  glory, 

But  the  wits  ot  one  deeper 
Hath  cut  short  thy  story. 

A  first  volume  may  settle 
The  characters  dreariest, 

But  to  keep  up  thy  mettle 
Was  none  of  the  cheeriest. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

Sure  point  in  a  chapter, 

Best  pupil  of  Blimber, 

Safe  card  for  adapter, 

How  sound  is  thy  slumber. 

Like  the  froth  on  the  porter, 

The  cat’s  penn’orth  of  liver, 
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The  bomb  from  the  mortar, 

Thou  art  gone,  and  for  ever! 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  most  musical,  most  mournful  ceremony, 
the  company  returned  to  the  domicile  of  the  enterprising  pub¬ 
lisher?,  where,  in  solemn  silence — nobody  having  anything  to  say 
for  the  deceased — was  drunk,  “  The  memory  of  the  late  Master 
Paul  Dombev;  and  may  his  early  fate  be  a  warning  to  parents, 
with  precocious  children,  and  authors  with  unmanageable  cha¬ 
racters.” 


YOUTII  MUST  HAVE  ITS  FLING. 


Look  to  vrocR  Pockets. — Managers  of  legitimate  theatres, 
Irish  Members,  authors  of  syncretic  epics,  and  others,  are  hereby 
informed,  that  a  gentleman  in  the  City  was  robbed  the  other  day 
of  £10,000.  Persons  in  the  habit  of  receiving  large  sums,  should 
therefore  be  on  their  guard. 
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TO  M.  ALEXANDRE  DUMAS. 


H  !  Alexan¬ 
dre,  Alexan¬ 
dre,  you  have 
grieved  us 
much.  Not 
that  we  care 
greatly  whe¬ 
ther  you  write 
your  fifty 
thousand  mil¬ 
lion  lines? 
more  or  less, 
for  the  Con- 
stituiionnel ,  or 
any  other  pa¬ 
per,  or  whe¬ 
ther  you  go 
hunting  lions 

when  you  ought  to  be  developing  characters  not  we.  Once 
we  had  faith  in  you,  Alexandre,  and  would  not  willingly  have 
heard  much  said  against  you;  but  those  days  are  over.  You 
have  gone  wild,  good  friend,  and  your  wildness  is  not  of  an 
amiable  character — you  are  a  mere  overspeculative  trades¬ 
man,  now,  M.  Dumas.  As  regards  yourself,  and  the  breach  of 
your  engagements,  we  do  not  feel  more  enraged  when  we  hear  of 
your  defalcations,  than  when  our  tailor  has  pledged  his  eternal 
welfare,  that  our  new  black  pantaloons  shall  be  upon  our  table  at 
six  in  the  evening,  and  at  seven  they  have  not  arrived. 
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But  you  have  grieved  us.  True,  it  is  said — and  upon  this  last 
trial  you  have,  in  some  sort,  admitted  the  fact — that  you  keep  a 
workshop,  where  “assistants,”  as  you  call  them,  spin  novels  for  a 
certain  number  of  hours  per  day,  and  for  a  certain  number  of  francs 
per  week;  that  you  look  over,  or  do  not  look  over  the  manu¬ 
scripts  of  your  assistants,  and  sign  the  same  with  your  name, 
thereby  giving  them  a  value,  derived  from  the  popularity  of  the 
books  you  did  write.  But  we  do  not  care  about  this.  If  Parisian 
editors  chose  to  buy  manuscripts  of  you,  merely  because  the  paper 
and  the  ink  came  out  of  your  house,  they  had  a  perfect  right  to 
do  so  ;  and  you  had  as  perfect  a  right  to  sell  your  ink  and 
paper  to  them.  That  is  not  the  matter  between  you  and  us,  good 
retail  stationer. 

Your  adorers,  Alexandre,  have  hitherto  denied  the  truth  of  the 
workshop  story.  They  declare  that  you  write  every  line  to  which 
your  name  is  attached.  We  take  them  to  our  desk,  and  we  cast 
up  the  number  of  lines  you  publish  in  a  year,  and  we  prove  to  them 
that  a  single  active  copyist,  working  fourteen  hours  a  day,  and 
losing  no  time  at  meals,  could  not  copy  the  quantity  which  you 
compose !  Then  they  look  mysterious,  and  say  you  are  a  won¬ 
derful  man ;  and  thus,  far  away,  form  some  such  a  picture  of  you  as 
this  in  their  heart  of  hearts.  Here,  Alexandre,  is  your  vera  effigies , 
attending  to  your  idolators. 

Yet  do  we  not  quarrel  with  your  poor  adorers.  We  see  too 
much  servile  adulation  on  this  side  of  the  Channel,  to  warrant  our 
complaining  of  your  worshippers.  It  was  only  the  other  day,  that 
a  newspaper  in  the  interest  of  one  of  our  popular  novelists,  an¬ 
nounced  that  the  nation  was  in  mourning  for  a  ricketty  child, 
whose  death  was  described  in  that  novelist’s  last  number.  We  were 
told  that  it  was  a  “  national  calamity.”  We  upbraid  no  foreign 
sycophancy  after  that. 

But  we  will  tell  you  why  you  have  grieved  us.  Literary  men  do 
not  hold  in  England  the  position  they  have  a  right  to  claim.  They 
are  not,  ex  officio,  respectable.  The  butcher,  the  baker,  the  bar- 
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rister,  the  bailiff,  the  beadle,  are  all,  in  their  way,  somebodies;  but 
the  author  is  nobody.  The  man  who  can  draw  on  his  bankers  is. 
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in  England,  a  greater  man  than  he  who  can  only  draw  on  his  brains* 
People,  without  an  idea  which  has  not  been  supplied  to  them  by 
the  author,  here  think  themselves  entitled  to  sneer  at  their  teacher. 
But  you  know  all  this;  and,  as  we  are  not  of  the  virtuous  indigna¬ 
tion  school,  we  shall  not  dwell  upon  the  subject.  Mark,  however. 
We  have  been  accustomed  to  say,  that  in  France  literature  is  better 
treated.  We  have  gloried  in  the  legitimate  homage  paid  to  your¬ 
self  and  your  rivals.  We  have  been  pleased  to  think  that  the 
honours  of  society,  public  tributes,  and  still  more  substantial  re¬ 
wards,  are  assigned,  by  Frenchmen,  to  those  who  instruct,  amuse, 
elevate.  We  have  contrasted  the  condition  of  the  French  and  En¬ 
glish  litterateur,  and  we  have  said  that  the  thing  is,  indeed,  “  man¬ 
aged  much  better  in  France.” 

But,  Alexandre,  you  have  wantonly  and  cruelly  stopped  our 
mouth.  We  can  appeal  to  France  no  longer.  We  are  inhibited 
from  pointing  out  the  example  of  our  neighbours  for  the  imitation 
of  our  friends.  For  when  we  sav,  “See  how  literarv  men  are 
treated  in  France,”  shall  we  not  be  utterly  demolished  by  the  reply  ? 
— “  Yes;  and  see  what  sort  of  conduct  they  exhibit  in  return.  Look 
at  Alexandre  Dumas,  who  enters  into  solemn  contract  to  perform 
more  work  than  he  can  possibly  do — who  receives  his  money  in 
advance — who  first  neglects,  and  then  refuses,  to  fulfil  his  bargain — 
and  who,  when  legal  redress  is  sought  by  the  parties  he  has  de¬ 
frauded,  appears .  in  court,  vaunts  his  favour  with  Royalty,  insults 
the  plaintiff,  admits  that  he  had  undertaken  and  been  paid  for  an 
impossibility,  and  rides  away  in  triumph  on  an  Arab  horse,  ‘  splen¬ 
didly  caparisoned.’  No,  no;  you  see  literary  men  must  not  be  made 
too  much  of;  keep  them  in  their  place  and  they  will  do  their  duty, 
but  pet,  cherish,  encourage  them,  and  you  will  produce  a  hundred 
copies  of  Alexandre  Dumas.” 

Alexandre — what  shall  we  answer?  Yerily  you  have  grieved  us 
much. 
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ANECDOTES  DRAMATISED. 


No.  II. 

NEW  READINGS  OF  OLD  WRITINGS.* 

Scene. — A  Druggist’s  shop.  Lotion  behind  the  counter.  Enter 

Mizzle. 

Mizzle.  Ough,’ ough,  ough.  [Coughs  till  he  is  black  in  the  face.  ] 
Lotion.  What  can  I  serve  you  with  ? 

Mizzle.  Ough,  ough,  ough,  ough. 

Lotion  (Sympathetically ).  Bad  cough,  sir. 

Mizzle.  Ough — very — ough  —  bad — ough  —  heres —  ough — pre¬ 
scription — Ough  ough.  [  Hands  paper. 

Lotion.  Ah.  ( Looks  in  a  puzzled  way  at  paper ).  Let  me  see — 
Yes — No — Ah — I  have  it. 

Mizzle.  Ough  ough — writhing  cramp  eh — ough— can’t  make  it 
out — ough,  ough  ? 

Lotion.  O  dear  yes — rather  cramp — a  little  pothooky — but  capital 
prescription. 

Mizzle.  Ough — Make  it  up  then. 

(Mizzle  performs  a  solo  of  coughs,  while  Lotion  makes  up  medicine. ) 

Lotion  (Handing  phial).  Here  it  is  sir— Two  and  ninepence. 
There’s  an  ingredient  in  the  corner  I  can’t  exactly  make  out — but 
it  is  merely  for  colouring.  I’ve  given  you  all  the  essentials. 

Mizzle.  Ough — ough.  Very  good.  (Takes  phial).  I  shan’t 
give  you  the  money.  You  may  keep  the  prescription  instead.  Its 
an  order  for  two  at  the  Adelphi,  and  the  ingredient  you  could  not 
make  out  is,  “  Not  admitted  after  seven  o’clock.”  Good  evening. 
(Lotion  faints.  Exit  Mizzle  triumphantly.) 


*  A  Fact. 
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FANCY  PORTRAITS.— No.  II. 


PROFESSOR  AIRY. 


It  is  an  error  to  suppose  that  the  “  Monumental  Brass”  system 
was  confined  to  the  Middle  Ages.  The  inscriptions  on  modern 
tombstones  furnish  as  fine  specimens  of  “  Monumental  Brass,”  as 
need  be  wished  for. 
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SIGN  THE  BILL  STAMP,  SIGN. 

THE  LAY  OF  THE  DOWNY  ONE. 


Air. — “ Dance  the  Boatman  Dance” 


L 

LEAD  a  very  merry  and  rollicking  life, 

Each  passing  day  with  fun  is  rife. 

I’ve  hunters,  I’ve  a  yacht,  I’ re  an  opera  box. 

And  this  is  how  I  steer  clear  of  rocks. 

Sign  the  Bill  Stamp,  sign, 

Sign  the  Bill  Stamp,  sign. 

You  may  dance  all  night  ’neath  the  gay  gas  light. 
If  you  only  do  a  bill  in  the  morning. 

Heigho  !  I'm  the  regular  doo, 

Floating  down  life’s  river  on  an  1 0  U. 

II. 

I’m  Director  of  ten  Railways,  and  a  tip-top  swell. 
My  villa’s  at  Richmond,  my  club  in  Pall  Mall. 

I  laugh  at  petty  larcenies,  and  never  cut  my  stick. 
For  this  is  the  way  we  do  the  trick. 

Sign  the  Bill  Stamp,  sign. 

Sign  the  Bill  Stamp,  sign. 

You  may  revel  all  night,  and  yet  feel  all  right, 

If  you  only  do  a  bill  in  the  morning. 

Then  Heigho,  for  the  regular  doo, 

Floating  down  life’s  river  on  an  I  0  U. 


Novel  Definition. — The  Bottomless  Pit — the  Pit  of  an  Alder¬ 
man’s  Stom  ich. 
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THE  MARKETS  OF  LONDON. 


No.  II. 

HUNGERFORD  MARKET. 

AYING  dissipated  with  the 
puff  and  enquiry,  and  removed 
with  the  shovel  of  research, 
the  clouds  of  obliyion  and  the 
dust  of  ages,  which  have 
jointly  obscured  the  origin  of 
this  famous  mart,  we  are  en¬ 
abled  to  state  that  it  derives 
its  existence  from  the  inten¬ 
tions  of  its  founders,  and 
their  confident  belief  that  the 
crop  of  dividend  would  re¬ 
ward  the  holder  of  the  share  in  the  new  undertaking. 
Years  passed  over,  however,  and  the  only  results  reaped  by  the 
Market-culturists  in  question,  were  the  harrowing  ones  produced  by 
the  system  of  thorough -draining  to  which  their  pockets  were  sub¬ 
jected,  and  the  abundant  harvest  of  chaff  with  which  the  public 
liberally  favoured  them. 

Hungerford  Market  new,  however,  appears  to  be  looking  up. 
The  Bridge  has  performed  the  very  reverse  of  abridging  its  pros¬ 
perity  ;  on  the  one  hand,  it  is  a  packet  station  of  enormous  metro¬ 
politan  importance — being,  in  fact,  the  Portsmouth  of  the  Thames 
steam  navy — while,  on  the  other,  it  is  a  species  of  Menagerie  Gene- 
rale  for  the  new  twopenny  omnibus. 

If  Covent  Garden  may  be  designated  a  graaivorous — Newgate 
Market  a  carnivorous — and  Billingsgate  a  fishnivorous  Market— 
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that  of  Ilungerford  presents  a  holy  alliance  of  the  three  interests. 
It  is,  in  fact,  the  most  omnium  gatherum  of  our  metropolitan  marts. 
The  amateur  in  periwinkles — the  lover  of  harmony — the  admirer 
of  the  cuisine  a  la  slap-bang — the  purchaser  of  cheap  music,  which 
defies  the  copyright  law  by  a  perfectly  novel  and  ingenious  ar¬ 
rangement  of  notes — the  fancier  of  rabbits,  and  pigeons — the  enthu¬ 
siast  in  mangel-wurzel — the  professor  of  the  penny  cuba — and  the 
economist  of  the  twopenny  omnibus,  should  alike  flock  to  the  Mar¬ 
ket  of  Ilungerford. 

O.i  approaching  by  the  bridge,  the  wayfarer  will  observe  that  the 
entrance  to  the  sanctum  of  the  Market  is  flanked  by  two  battle- 
mented  and  castellated-looking  buildings,  surmounted  by  flag- 
staffs.  The  pilgrim  will  probably  take  these  erections  for  celebrated 
strongholds — nor  will  he  be  far  wrong,  seeing  that  each  of  them 
lays  claim  to  being  a  Noted  Stout  House.  The  one  to  the  right  is 
sad  and  silent  :  but,  ofttimes,  from  that  on  the  left — -when  the 
Thames  glides  under  the  lonesome  night,  and  the  moon  silvers  the 
dwellings  of  Pedlar’s  Acre — the  revelry  of  the  feast  and  the  voice 
of  the  minstrel  will  float  through  the  opened  casement,  and  mingle 
with  the  sweet  gur  gle  of  the  shining  river. 

In  the  arrangement  of  the  Market,  the  observer  will  remark  that 
to  the  fish  has  been  assigned  what,  were  we  talking  of  a  theatre,  we 
should  call  the  pit — the  resemblance,  moreover,  being  increased  by 
the  stalls,  for  the  sale  of  oysters,  which  front  it.  Above,  we  have 
a  sort  of  vulgar  and  utilitarian  Pantheon— including  aviaries  of 
poultry,  menageries  of  rabbits,  and  establishments — half-shops, 
half-stalls — for  the  sale  of  cheap  entertainment  for  mind  and  body  ; 
including  Johnson’s  Dictionaries — with  much  of  what  consisted  of 
mere  words  cut  out  ;  and  two-penny  glasses  of  that  species  of  wine 
which,  from  its  immense  antiquity,  is  always,  when  compared  with 
other  vintages,  found  to  be  the  “  elder.” 

It  is  on  a  Summer’s  Sunday  Evening,  however,  that  Hungerford 
Market  is  in  its  greatest  glory.  On  such  occasions,  we  defy  the 
President  of  the  Board  of  Trade,  Mr.  Hume,  and  Babbage’s 
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Calculating  Machine  put  together,  to  furnish  us  with  returns  ap. 
proximating  even  to  the  amount  of  shrimps  and  pints  of  porter  con¬ 
sumed.  There,  too, 

The  Baked  Tater  Can  yields  the  fairest  of  fruit, 

And  the  clink  of  the  pewter  pot  never  is  mute — 

until,  at  all  events,  the  stoker  hath  raked  out  the  ashes  of  the  latest 
Gravesend  steamer,  and  the  majestic  Swan  hath  folded  her  head 
under  her  wings  ;  or,  in  other  words — as  we  are  talking  of  a  tavern^ 
not  of  a  bird — has  closed  her  reeking  bar,  and  dismissed  to  bed  her 
yawning  pot-boy. 


BATTLES  OF  LIFE. 

Fating  your  Tailor’s  Bill. 

Attending  a  Syncretic  Conversazione. 

Listening  to  the  MS.  of  a  literary  friend.  ’ 

Seeing  the  celebrated  John  Smith  (from  the  Provinces)  play 
Hamlet. 

Reading  the  plot  of  a  new  piece  in  the  newspapers. 

Going  out  to  breakfast.  N.B.  You  live  near  the  Elephant,  and 
your  friend  hard  by  the  Angel. 

Attending  an  evening  party  four  miles  from  home,  where  they 
don’t  give  supper. 

Kissing  a  baby,  in  obedience  to  hints  from  its  mother. 

Knowing  a  man  with  a  grievance. 

But,  undoubtedly,  the  most  tremendous  of  all  the  “  Battles  of 
Life,”  is  reading  the  original. 


Identical. — Giving  the  lie  to  Guizot,  and  sending  coals  to  New¬ 
castle. 
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CLASSIC  TALES. 

NO.  I. 


HE  utmost  alarm  and  con- 
stern  ition  prevailed  in  Rome 
on  the  morning  on  which  our  tale 
opens.  In  the  centre  of  the  Forum, 
a  vast  abyss  had  opened  suddenly  during  the  night ;  and  an  in- 
No.  3.  L 
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dustrious  costermonger,  named  Tator,  having,  before  daybreak, 
whilst  engaged  in  taking  up  a  good  position  for  business  with  bis 
donkey  and  cart,  unconsciously  trodden  on  the  brink  of  the  chasm, 
had  literally  “  pitched  into  it.”  When  the  sun  rose,  the  donkey, 
standing  patiently  within  a  yard  of  the  precipice,  told  his  sad  tale 
to  the  horror-stricken  multitude. 

Many  were  the  exclamations,  and  various  the  opinions  of  the 
crowd,  as  they  stared  with  amazement  at  this  extraordinary 
vacancy  in  a  Government  situation.  However,  at  length,  the 
majority  declared  that  there  must  be  “  something  in  it,”  though 
what  it  might  be  they  confessed  their  utter  inability  to  make  out, 
while,  with  the  superstitious  feeling  of  the  times,  one  and  all  agreed 
that  the  Gods  must  be  at  the  bottom  of  it. 

The  priests  and  the  soothsayers  were,  accordingly,  immediately 
consulted ;  and  these  very  artful  old  gentlemen,  knowing  that  they 
must  say  something,  affirmed  that  it  would  never  close  until  the 
most  precious  things  in  Rome  had  been  thrown  into  it ;  thus,  at  all 
events,  securing  their  own  credit,  for  they  knew  well  that  whatever 
might  be  thrown  into  the  gap,  would  be  proved  not  to  be  the  most 
valuable  thing  in  Rome,  by  the  mere  fact  of  its  producing  no 
effect.  Had  they  declared  that  the  most  useless  things  would  have 
to  be  sacrificed,  they  might  have  had  cause  to  repent  their  folly  ; 
but,  as  it  was,  they  were  safe,  happen  what  might. 

The  question  among  all  classes,  therefore,  was — “  What  are  the 
most  precious  things  in  Rome?”  Some  said  the  Public  Buildings 
and  Temples;  some  the  Liberties  enjoyed  by  the  Citizens;  some  the 
Ladies ;  but,  as  these  could  not  well  be  spared  for  a  mere  experi¬ 
ment,  the  motion  itself  was,  in  each  case,  all  that  was  allowed  to 
drop. 

At  length  a  philosopher  named  Bio  cus,  came  forward,  and  offered, 
at  once  the  great  desideratum,  by  throwing  into  the  subject  of  the 
debate  an  immense  volume  he  had  just  completed  on  a  new  System 
of  Metaphysics.  He  tried  it,  but  it  did  not  succeed — his  works 
never  did  ;  and  the  one  he  thus  threw  away,  was  said  to  have  been 
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the  only  one  he  could  ever  contrive  to  get  off  his  hands.  The  mob, 
however,  were  so  enraged  at  his  impudence  and  vanity,  that  the 
venerable  Blocus  was  immediately  forced  to  follow  his  own  System. 

A  plain  common-sense  mechanic,  whose  name  has  not  been  con¬ 
sidered  worthy  of  being  preserved  by  historians,  boldly  declared 
the  soil  itself  to  be  the  most  precious  thing  in  Rome,  as,  without 
that,  the  city  itself  would  be  nowhere;  and  proposed  that  instead  of 
standing  all  day  on  the  brink,  and  poking  their  Roman  noses  into 
the  orifice  to  no  purpose,  the  whole  community  should  set  to  work 
and  fill  up  the  breach  with  their  own  native  earth.  But  this  pro¬ 
posal  was  too  good  to  be  appreciated,  in  that  barbarous  age. 

At  last,  after  a  thousand  wild  schemes  had  been  tried,  the  pro¬ 
jectors  of  which  in  turn  had  been  vehement  in  declaring  that  “  this 
Exhibition  positively  must  close  shortly,”  a  young  Roman  patrician, 
mounted  on  a  magnificent  thoroughbred,  and  equipped  in  a  splendid 
suit  of  armour,  got  up  regardless  of  expense,  rode  into  the  Forum, 
and,  elevating  himself  in  his  stirrups,  addressed  the  multitude.  As, 
however,  Marcus  Curtius  (such  was  his  name)  was  known  to  be  a 
most  excessively  conceited  young  man,  he  at  first  experienced  some 
little  opposition.  His  address  ran  as  follows  : — 

“  Friends,  Romans,  and  Greengrocers  !  It  is  with  feelings  of  the 
deepest  regret,  ( Ya-ahl  Pooh!  Down,  down,)  that  I  behold  this 
horrible  chasm.  (A  voice,  ‘  Throw  him  over.’’)  Friends,  hear  me! 
I  propose  to  close — to  shut  up  ( Do  it,  do  it,)  this  yawning  abyss. 
I  know  what  is  the  most  precious  article  in  Rome  !  ( Hear ,  hear.) 

To  be  short,  it  is — myself !  ( Hoars  of  laughter — cries  of  Oh  !  Oh ! 
and  great  uproar.)  Is  there  any  one  here  of  more  value  or  im¬ 
portance?  (Loud  cries  of £  All !  All !  ’)  Then  I  shall  be  delighted 
to  see  you  jump  into  the  hole  instead  of  myself!  (Oh!  Oh!)  But,  if 
not  one  will  dispute  my  claim  to  precedence  in  every  thing  I  will  leap 
in  and  sacrifice  my  life  for  my  country.  (Renewed  cheering,  and  cries 
of  ‘  Brava  Curtius’ — ‘  Go  it  Marcus’)  I  know  I  am  the  handsomest 
man  in  Rome.  (‘  You  are,’  ‘  You  are.')  The  bravest.  (Hoo^ray.) 
The  best.  (Tremendous  excitement  and  cries  of  i  Yes’  iYes.’) 
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Gentlemen,  here  I  stand,  horse,  armour,  and  all.  The  lot  is  going. 
Who  bids  higher?  (Dead  silence.)  Going  !  Going  ! — Gone  ! !” 
And  in  he  went. 


A  moment  of  anxious  and  breathless  terror  prevailed  amongst 
the  immense  concourse  present— when  slowly  and  noiselessly,  the 
dreadful  aperture  began  to  close. 

******’ 

“My  children,”  said  the  ancient  Cussus,  as  he  appeared  in  his 
priest’s  robes  before  the  altar  of  Jupiter,  “  You  were  informed  that 
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the  chasm  would  not  close  until  something  the  most  precious  in 
Rome  should  be  cast  into  it.  Marcus  Curtius  has  fulfilled  the  pre¬ 
diction,  for  he  has  proved,  by  his  death,  that  he  was  the  most  pre¬ 
cious  fool,  not  only  in  Rome,  but,  perhaps,  in  the  whole  world  !” 

*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

In  the  Eoram  of  Rome,  the  spot  is  still  shown  where  Curtius  is 
said  to  have  perished  ;  but  modern  scepticism  has  thrown  very 
great  doubts  upon  the  whole  affair,  and  has  not  even  scrupled  to 
insinuate  that  the  awful  void  existed  only  in  the  brains  of  Roman 
romancers. 


“  ’Tis  plain,  ’tis  plain,”  Dick,  musing,  cried. 

“  What’s  plain,  my  dear  ?”  asked  Dick’s  young  bride. 
“  Your  face,  my  dear,”  said  Dick,  and  sighed. 


A  Word  to  the  Author  of  Lucretia.  By  The  Public- 
Bosh. 


Female  Fortitude. — A  lady  in  the  City,  in  order  to  win  a  pair 
of  gloves,  actually,  in  one  day,  read  the  last  night’s  debates  ; 
attended  a  Gresham  lecture  ;  sat  out  a  standard  comedy  ;  and 
the  farce  at  Astley’s. 


To  Make  a  Slow  Country  Soiree. — Take,  of  best  black 
Congou,  half  a  pound  ;  boiling  water,  a  gallon  ;  fresh  butter,  half 
a  pound  ;  mixed  biscuits,  six-penny  worth  ;  a  plate  of  buns  ;  one 
bottle  of  Marsala,  diluted  according  to  the  number  of  the  guests ; 
one  dish  of  sandwiches ;  two  flies,  a  lantern,  and  a  pair  of  pattens ; 
five  queer  head-dresses,  and  fourteen  dreary  people.  Simmer 
gently,  in  a  small  room,  badly  lighted,  and  garnish  with  an  old 
piano,  out  of  tune. 
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LAYS  OF  THE  MORNING  AFTER. 

No.  II. 


THE  EVENING  PARTY. 

I  hear  a  knocking  at  my  door,  and  by  a  voice  I’m  told, 

“  Please,  sir,  it’s  half-past  ten,  and  all  the  water’s  got  quite  cold.”' 

I  wake  from  dreams  of  polking  forms,  and  waists,  and  faces  bright, 
And  in  my  room  I,  shrinking,  see  the  dreary  morning  light. 

The  morning  light  !  I’ve  seen  it  once  before,  this  very  day, 

When,  pale  and  blinking,  from  the  house  the  last  I  came  away. 

Ob,  bang  it  !  I  will  give  it  up — to  think  ’twas  half-past  four  ! 

I  must  begin  next  Monday,  not  to  go  out  any  more. 

I  cannot  find  my  braces,  and  my  slippers  are  down  stairs  ; 

My  boots  and  trousers,  all  in  one,  are  straggling  o’er  two  chairs  ; 
My  gloves  are  split,  and  black — no  cleaning  e’er  can  bring  them 
round  ; 

And,  creased  up  to  a  cord,  my  Joinville  lies  upon  the  ground. 

And  what’s  the  dry  geranium  leaf  that  sticks  in  my  lapel  ? 

Oh  !  Laura  Maurice  !  it  was  yours — I  now  remember  well. 

And  yet,  I  must  not  fall  in  love  ;  my  income  is  so  small  ; 

But  she  has  not  her  equal  for  the  “  Post  Horn”  at  a  ball. 

I  fear  thatl  was  rather  “  fast I  recollect  I  swore 
I  dancing  I  could  pass  my  life,  and  wish  for  nothing  more. 

I  don’t  think  so  this  morning  ;  ’twould  be  scarcely  worth  my  while 
But  Koenig  and  his  comrades  played  that  gallope  in  such  style. 
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And  Laura  Maurice  was  the  belle  of  all — the  fair  of  fairs — 

We  danced  three  Polkas  running,  and  we  flirted  on  the  stairs. 

I  took  her  down  to  supper,  and  we  sat  on  one  rout  seat, 

And  let  off'  cracker  bonbons,  and  did  everything  but  eat. 

Oh  !  why  will  “  mornings  after  ”  come,  such  happiness  to  burke  ? 
Why  must  such  joy  be  followed  up  by  miserable  work  ? 

Why  can’t  the  day  time  be  like  night,  in  such  excitement  rife  ? 
Why  must  my  brodequins  be  put  by,  for  boots  of  common  life  ? 

And  yet — my  gloves  cost  half-a-crown,  my  cabs  three  shillings  more; 
I  gave  the  linkman  sixpence,  who  was  waiting  at  the  door. 

Six  shillings  for  one  party  gone  !  I  really  must  retrench, 

Or  next  year’s  invitation,  p’rhaps,  may  find  me  in  the  Bench. 


THE  RETORT  COURTEOUS. 

Omnibus  Passenger.  Now  then,  Cad. 
Conductor.  Here  you  are,  Gent. 


Hints  to  Editors. — In  abridging  the  Debates,  cut  them  from 
“  hear  ”  to  “  hear.” 


As  it  ought  to  be. — The  Speeches  in  the  House  of  Commons 
are  very  properly  constructed  upon  the  exact  converse  of  the  pro¬ 
verb — “  A  word  to  the  Wise.” 


Eive  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. — Notice  is  hereby  given, 
that  a  reward  of  £500  will  be  paid,  and  a  free  pardon  granted,  to 
the  designer  of  a  cut  in  a  recent  number  of  Punch ,  called  “  Horri¬ 
ble  Tragedy  in  Domestic  Life  upon  that  gentleman  appearing 
before  the  Man  in  the  Moon,  and  satisfactorily  explaining  the 
meaning  of  the  illustration  in  question. 
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THE  OPERA. 

A  Leaf  from  Our  Little  Red  Note  Book. 

La  Favorita. 

IRST,  theD,  Gardoni  {Fernando),  decidedly 
good.  Voice  not  remarkable  for  volume,  but 
sweet,  clear,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  ;  with 
excellent  taste  and  expression.  Does  very 
little  in  the  falsetto  way,  but  that  little  well. 
Fair  actor,  but  wants  the  fire  of  Duprez. 
Thou  wilt  do,  oh  Gardoni. 

Superchi  (Alonso),  also  good.  Perchance 
a  touch  of  the  “  slow  coach  ”  about  him — 
but  steady,  even,  and  safe-going.  One  may 
always  hear  him  without  wincing,  which  was  not  the  case  with  For- 
nasari,  the  shaky.  Last  time  we  heard  Fornasari  we  dreamed  we 
were  all  aspen  leaves. 

Bouche  ( Baltasace ) — “hit”  the  third.  Basso  profondo  we  believe 
they  call  him.  Mem.  to  ask  Davison.  One  of  your  good  solid 
fellows,  who  does  but  little  in  the  flashy  way,  but  supports  a  con¬ 
certed  piece  like  a  brick — that  is  to  say,  a  foundation  made  of  the 
same. 

Sanchioli  (Leonora) — more  remembered  than  admired.  Yet  no 
bad  actress,  and  certainly  a  pains-taking  woman.  If  she  would 
but  sing  forty  consecutive  notes  without  getting  out  of  tune,  it 
would  be  an  advantage. 

Chorus. — Wonderfully  good — and,  considering  the  time  they 
have  had,  one  can’t  conceive  how  they  work  so  well.  Not  only  pre¬ 
cise,  but  “  plucky.”  Old  Italian  chorus-singers  used  to  be  sad  fire¬ 
less  chaps.  Othello  would  have  trusted  Desdemona  alone  with  one 
of  them  in  a  carriage  on  the  longest  railway  train  that  ever  was. 

Band  also  works  well.  A  great  quantity  of  brass.  Verdi  also  has 
plenty  of  brass,  both  musically  and  morally — joke  venerable,  but,  put 
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it  down.  Faith,  how  much  better  is  Donizetti  than  Verdi — how 
much  better  is  this  “  Favor ita”  than  Mr.  Nebuchadnezzer  Nino  ? 

Coralia. — (  Ballet.) 

Very  grand  and  very  slow,  like  a  Royal  funeral.  Tableau ,  at 
the  end,  one  of  the  most  brilliant  ever  seen,  but  wish  a  little  more 
liveliness  had  preceded  it.  Rosati  elegant  and  quiet ;  Maria  Taglioni 
bold  and  dashing.  Query — Has  the  latter  taken  shine  out  of  the 
former  ?  Such  things  possible.  Recollect  one  night  how  Macduff 
took  shine  out  of  Macbeth,  and  vowed  never  to  forget  it.  Some 
small  things  make  a  long  impression.  General  Tom  Thumb  was 
one  :  Henry  Wallack’s  management  of  Co  vent  Garden  another. 
Set  down  this  query  about  Rosati  and  young  Taglioni  as  one  of  the 
problems  to  be  solved  in  the  course  of  the  season. 


TAKE  TILE  GOODS  THE  GODS  PROVIDE  THEE  ! 
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THE  PLAYS  OF  THE  PAST  MONTH. 


THE  HAYMARKET. 

AVING-  allowed  the  Christmas 
pieces  to  run  their  tether  of  fun, 
which,  in  some  instanses,  was  very 
short,  the  Theatres  are  now  bring¬ 
ing  forward  some  novelties.  We 
will  review  those  that  have  ap¬ 
peared,  in  the  order  of  their  pro¬ 
duction. 

Mr.  Bourcicault’s  comedy,  “The  School  for  Scheming,”  at  the 
Haymarket,  was  the  first.  Without  going  deeply  into  the  qucestio 
vexata  of  what  is  a  comedy,  or  what  is  not,  we  will  state  our  own 
notions  of  what  falls  within  the  category,  viz.  :  a  piece  of  some  re¬ 
sponsible  length — say  three  or  five  acts — the  purport  of  which  is  to 
reflect  current  manners,  and  amuse,  whilst  it  satirizes.  Now,  al¬ 
though  it  has  been  denied  by  hypercritics,  that  Mr.  Bourcicault’s 
productions  are  comedies,  it  is  evident,  from  our  definition,  that  we 
range  ourselves  on  the  opposite  side.  “  London  Assurance,”  “  Old 
Heads  and  Young  Hearts,”  and,  lastly,  this  “School  for  Scheming,’’ 
are  comedies,  to  our  complacent  judgment  ;  and  we  gladly  hail 
them  as  such.  We  believe  conventional  dreary  legitimacy  to  be 
on  its  last  legs  ;  and  we  shall  hail  its  entire  break  up  with  pleasure* 
The  “  School  for  Scheming”  is,  however,  far  from  being  a  perfect 
specimen  of  its  class.  Deficient  in  construction — as,  indeed,  most 
of  this  author’s  productions  are — there  was  superadded  a  vein  of 
dulness,  which  we  attribute  to  Mr.  Bourcicault’s  desire  to  propi¬ 
tiate  that  portion  of  his  critics,  who  cried  loudly  for  “  moral  pur¬ 
pose.”  But,  in  pointing  his  moral,  he  has  anything  but  adorned 
his  tale.  With  very  little  modification,  he  has  transplanted  his 
morality  from  the  texts  of  copy-books  ;  and  its  staple  consists  in 
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such  crude  axioms  as  “ Honesty  is  the  best  policy,”  “Idleness  is 
the  root  of  all  evil,”  and  other  unexceptionable  exhortations,  sur¬ 
reptitiously  instilled  into  youthful  minds,  through  the  medium 
of  penmanship.  Moral  construction  is  not  the  forte  of  Mr. 
Boureicault  :  he  is  infinitely  more  amusing  without  any  such 
object  in  view,  and,  to  our  minds,  more  instructive,  though  nu- 
consciously  so.  Accordingly,  the  saving  portion  of  the  comedy 
— that  for  which  we,  and  the  rest  of  the  audience,  forgave  the 
author  his  moral  sins — -was  in  the  actions  and  speeches  of  the 
naughty  people.  Scamps,  we  always  have  observed,  form,  by  far, 
the  most  amusing  characters  in  all  dramatis  'personae.  The  Mac 
Dunnum,  for  instance,  that  epitome  of  swindling  who  has  reduced 
fraud  to  a  moral  science,  and  who,  beating  Archimedes,  with  his 
lever  of  imposture,  moves  the  world  with  nothing  for  his  fulcrum, 
is,  in  our  eyes,  a  greater  moralist  than  the  prosing  parvenu,  the 
Stable-bred  satirist,  Job  Sykes,  with  his  long-winded  exordiums,  the 
intended  hero,  if  we  mistake  not,  of  the  comedy.  With  the  exception 
of  the  “moral”  portions  the  writing  displayed  all  that  colloquial 
tact  and  happy  terseness  of  expression  which  is  Mr.  Bourcicault’s 
strongest  point — its  brilliancy  and  vigour  in  many  places  exceed¬ 
ing  anything  that  he  has  previously  done. 


ST.  JAMES'S  THEATRE. 

HE  sympathy  with  our  black  brethren 
which  cost  us  twenty  millions  in  a  body, 
is  being  retailed  to  no  less  an  amount 
individually.  It  is,  and  has  been  ex¬ 
ploited,  first  by  Mr.  Rice,  of  Jim  Crow 
celebrity;  then  by  Mr.  Sweeney,  of 
“Banjo”  renown;  and,  lastly,  by  that 
quintessence  of  negro  intellectual  chaos, 
the  Ethiopian  Serenaders,  whose  suc¬ 
cess  will,  undoubtedly,  bring  down 
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upon  us  a  shower  of  blacks:  already  the  horizon  lowers  with  Lan- 
tums  and  Tennessee  Minstrels,  and  Yirginny  Banjoists,  and  Ohio 
Melodists,  Our  total  ignorance  of  this  variety  of  the  human  race, 
which  philanthropists  attempt  to  place  on  a  level  with  us,  renders 
us  infinitely  gullible,  as  we  have  no  check  upon  the  accuracy  of 
their  delineations ;  the  little  we  do  know  of  negroes,  allowing  us  to 
believe  them  capable  of  anything  but  ratiocination.  Still  they  are 
very  popular  ;  so  much  so  that  we  fear  they  may-  subvert  the 
common-sense  which  has  so  long  been  the  characteristic  of  our 
nation.  The  fearful  inability  to  carry  cut  one  train  of 
thoughts,  apparent  in  their  songs,  has  already  crept  into  the 
House  of  Commons.  Lord  Brougham  and  Disraeli,  with  the 
greater  portion  of  the  Irish  members,  are  evidently  infected 
with  this  species  of  mental  solution  of  continuity.  The 
Erench  have  now  caught  the  fashion.  M.  Lafont,  in  the  Chevalier 
de  St.  George,  and  M.  Lemaitre,  in  Le  Docteur  Noir,  have  fallen 
victims  to  the  epidemic,  which  may  be  characterised  as  the  Black 
Plague  of  the  nineteenth  centrury.  They  have,  however,  taken  the 
serious  view  of  the  Nigger,  which,  we  fear,  is  one  that  can  never 
enter  into  an  English  head.  Eun  and  a  corked  countenance  are  so 
inseparably  connected  in  our  ideas,  that  a  black  man — though,  for 
the  sake  of  form,  we  admit  him  to  be  a  brother — can  never  draw 
other  tears  than  those  of  laughter.  It  was  under  this  difficulty  that 
we  laboured  when  we  recently  saw  “  Le  Docteur  Noir,”  at  the 
Erench  Plays,  especially  as  the  St.  James’s  Theatre  is  hallowed  by 
the  reminiscences  of  the  activity  of  Old  Joe,  and  the  unwillingness 
of  the  Buffalo  Gals  to  come  out.  In  the  most  heart-rending  situa¬ 
tions,  the  awe  which  was  required  of  us  was  constantly  crushed  by 
the  firm  expectation  that,  pursuant  to  the  vaudeville  propensities  of 
Erenchmen,  the  hero  would  illustrate  his  position  by  vocalising 
“Oh,  what  will  Uncle  Gabriel  say  ?”  or  “Walk  along  John;” 
or,  especially  in  the  scene  where  the  tide  rises,  “  Take  your  time, 
Miss  Lucy.”  Whenever  he  came  on,  he  appeared  to  us  imperfect, 
without  either  bones,  banjo,  tambourine,  or  accordion;  and,  at 
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every  pause  in  his  speech,  we  thirsted  for  the  guttural  laugh  of  his 
race,  to  which  we  are  now  so  well  accustomed. 

Our  jest  over,  however,  we  must  bear  witness  to  the  wondrous 
power  of  the  acting  of  M.  Lemaitre,  who,  we  regret  to  say,  has 
now  left  us,  although  a  most  efficient  consolation  treads  upon  the 
heels  of  our  sorrow  in  the  person  of  M.  Lafont. 


THE  LYCEUM. 

INCE  we  last  went  to  press,  a  burletta 
called  the  “  Wigwam,”  written  by  one  of 
our  collaborateurs,  has  been  produced  at 
the  Lyceum  Theatre  with  much  success. 
This  result  is  mere  matter  of  course,  be¬ 
cause  any  writer  who  is  qualified  to  con¬ 
tribute  to  these  pages,  is,  we  should 
humbly  imagine,  perfectly  competent  to 
any  other  task  which  could  possibly  be 
required  of  him.  It  is,  therefore, 
sufficient  to  say  that  the  “  Wigwam”  is  received  with  nightly 
applause,  and  that  it  points  a  great  number  of  morals  of  various 
descriptions.  Mr.  Frank  Matthews  will  learn  from  it  that  it  was 
very  wrong  in  him  to  run  away  from  Miss  Forster,  while  that  lady 
will,  doubtless,  consider  that  it  was  imprudent  in  her  to  scold  and 
worry  Mr.  Matthews,  when  they  lived  together  in  Bloomsbury.  Mr. 
Keeley  cannot  fail  to  take  notice  that  in  quarrelling  with  the  young 
person  to  whom  he  was  engaged,  he  showed  an  irritation  unworthy 
of  a  philosopher;  and  Miss  Arden  will,  for  the  future,  pause  before 
rebuking,  too  severely,  indiscretions  prompted  by  affection.  Mr. 
Oxberry  will  be  warned  against  intruding  his  attentions  where  they 
are  not  welcome;  and  Miss  Keeley  will  be  led  to  a  conviction  of 
the  unstable  and  changeable  character  of  mankind.  Let  us  hope, 
also,  that  Miss  Turner  will  avail  herself  of  the  lesson  afforded  by  the 
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author,  and  abstain  from  "the  perusal  of  exciting  but  injurious 
narratives.  Mr.  Shirley  Brooks  is  the  writer  of  the  piece,  which 
has  been  very  carefully  and  effectively  got  up,  and  will  have  a 
good  run. 


WEIGHTS  AND  MEASURES. —NEW  TABLES. 


DRAMATIC  MEASURE. 


Three  Jokes  make 

Five  Farces  „ 

Two  Legitimate  Comedies  „ 


One  Farce, 

One  Legitimate  Comedy, 
One  Shut  up  of  the  House. 


PARLIAMENTARY  MEASURE. 


Three  Truisms 

make 

One  Platitude, 

Four  Platitudes 

33 

One  Argument, 

Two  Arguments 

n 

One  Speech, 

Ten  Speeches 

33 

One  Debate, 

Two  Debates 

33 

Wearisomeness  Unlimited. 

MATRIMONIAL  MEASURE. 

Two  Polkas 

make 

One  Flirtation, 

Three  Flirtations 

33 

One  Squeeze  of  the  Hand, 

Four  Squeezes 

33 

One  Kiss, 

Five  Kisses 

35 

One  Moonlit  Meeting, 

Two  Moonlit  Meetings 

33 

One  Wedding, 

Two  Weddings 

33 

Four  Fools. 

Motto  for  the  Eastern  Counties  Railway. — “  In  the  midst 
of  Life  we  are  in  Death.” 


mm  mim  mm  mm  k-mm  mm, 


V 


3ER.  CRINDLE,  ON  receiving  the  intelligence  of  a. 

EIET  Y  -POUND  LEGACY,  DELIVERS  HIMSELF  UP  TO  THE 
MOST  FRANTIC  HILARITY. 
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WHICH  HAS  THE  EFFECT  OF  MAKING  HI 31  DO  ABSURD 
THINGS,  ON  EMERGING  FROM  LAURENT’S 


HE  IS  ATTRACTED  BY  SOME 
ELEGANT  RETICLES  OF  DRESS 
— AT  A  GENT’S  TAILOR’S. 


AND  EMERGES  A  MAN  ABOUT 

TOWN,  RESOLVES  TO  DO  IT - 

RATHER  ! 


AFTER  MUCH  PRACTICE  HE  IS  ENABLED 
HOLD  A  GLASS  IN  HIS  EYE  . 


TO 


AND  HE  THEN  PARTAKES  OF  A 
SHERRY'- COBLER  WITD  SH5» 
FAIREST  OF  HER  SPECIES  C 


HE  ESCAPES  IN  THE  DARK  ARCH 
AT  DURIIAM-STREET. 
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WHENCE  HE  EMERGES,  WHEN  THE 
DANGER  IS  OVER,  AND  DESCENDS 
TO  THE  CIDER  CELLARS  ; 


WHERE  HE  GIVES  IIIMSELE  UP  TO 
CONVIVIALITY. 
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AND  SO  FAR  FORGETS  HIMSELF  AS  TO  LOSE  IIIS 
LATCH-KEY'. 


THEREBY  RENDERING  HIS  ENTRANCE,  ON  REACH¬ 
ING  HOME,  DIFEICULT,  BY'  THE  AREA  RAIL¬ 
INGS  ; 


Alv'D  TRUNDLES  IN  THE  WATER  BUTT  MOST  UNSATIS- 
|  FACTOR  I LY'  ;  WHERE  HE  MUST  REMAIN  UNTIL  NEXT 
MONTH. 
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ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


“  Young  Junius .” — Mr.  Daniel  Webster ,  of  America ,  zs  no  relation  to  Mr. 
Daniel  Tucker,  of  the  same  country. 

“  A  Father  of  a  Family ,”  complains  of  the  lies  in  newspapers.  Let  him 
confine  his  reading  to  the  “  sound  intelligence .” 

“  Flibbertigibbet.” —  We  have  not  heard  that  there  is  any  likelihood  of  Prince 
Albert's  starting  for  Finsbury  in  the  next  Election.  We  know,  however, 
that  he  flatly  refused  to  appear  in  a  spectacle  at  Drury  Lane,  founded  on 
the  Cambridge  Installation ;  and  had  some  high  xoords  with  Mr.  Bunn  in 
consequence. 

“  Lorgnette.” — “  The  Spanish  Lady's  Love,”  is  an  old  ballad  in  the  Percy 
Reliques.  The  hero  of  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  King  of  Bavaria. 
In  reply  to  Question  two,  we  believe  that  there  is  such  a  person  as  Jenny 
Lind. 

“  Old  Joe.” — Mr.  Cochrane  is  the  original  of  “  the  Wandering  Minstrel ,” 
now  played  by  Mr.  Wright. 

“  Thespis.” — Mr.  Buckstone  never  played  Coriolanus. 

To  our  Readers. — The  pressure  of  subjects  prevents  us  from  in¬ 
serting  our  notices  of  the  Theatres  this  month,  although  they  are  up  in 
type,  with  many  more  pages  of  matter,  which  are  obliged  to  stand  over. 
We  could  only  afford  to  make  room  for  a  few  notes  on  the  Opera,  as  being 
the  most  important. 

We  again  request  our  Correspondents  to  keep  copies  of  every  communi¬ 
cation  they  may  favour  us  with. 


***  In  consequence  of  the  great  and  increasing  demand  for  the 
“  MAN  IN  THE  MOON,”  Numbers  L,  II.,  and  IH.,  have  been 
REPRINTED,  and  may  be  had  of  all  Booksellers. 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


DRAWING  ROOM  THEATRICALS. 


[Under  this  head  we  propose  to  give  from  time  to  time,  short 
dramatic  pieces,  calculated  for  family  amateur  performances  :  and 
requiring  no  more  accessories  than  any  private  house  can  furnish, 
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such  as  a  double  drawing-room,  a  piano,  and  a  few  cloaks  and 
shawls.  An  extempore  style  of  fancy  costume,  made  up  of  what¬ 
ever  the  domestic  wardrobe  affords,  may  be  observed  with  advant¬ 
age:  and  where  any  elaborate  “properties”  are  required,  the  old 
Shaksperian  plan  of  placarding  the  object,  as  done  when  Mr.  Web¬ 
ster  revived  “  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,”  may  give  rise  to  some 
additional  humour.] 


GUY  FAWKES;  OR,  A  MATCH  FOR  A  KING. 

CHARACTERS, 

Gut  Fawkes.  Monteagle. 

Tee  sham.  Two  Guards. 

Scene. — The  Vault  beneath  the  Houses  of  Parliament . 

Guy  discovered.  Clock  strikes. 

Guy. 

T  strikes  me  it’s  struck  twelve.  Dark  mid 
night  lowers ; 

Each  hour’s  a  day  until  the  day  is  ours. 
Here  must  I  stop  all  night,  nor  think  of 
sleep, 

But,  even  whilst  I  spout,  my  watch  I’ll  keep. 
If  I’m  alarmed  by  foes,  to  catch  me  thinking 
Ere  they  can  wink,  all  shall  go  up  like 
winking. 

But,  how  to  follow  this  most  daring  blow, 
Or,  what  to  work  at  next,  I  hardly  know. 
Like  Mr.  Turner’s,  my  designs,  though  good 
Not  even  by  myself  are  understood. 

[ Knocking  without. 

Aha!  Who’s  there?  Be  off!  I’m  gone 
to  bed. 

Bolt,  or  I’ll  shoot. 

Tres.  (  Without .)  Unshoot  the  bolt 

instead. 
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It’s  Tresham !  — me !  Why  kick  up  such  a  rout  ? 

[ Guy  opens  door. — Enter  Tresham. 

Tres.  I’ve  just  called  in — 

Guy.  Why  didn’t  you  call  out  ? 

You’ve  put  me  in  a  flame. 

Tres.  Don’t  be  put  out. 

How  fares  our  cause?  What  have  you  been  about? 

Guy.  You  needn’t  ask — my  work  is  very  plain, 

Tres.  I  see — you’ve  put  the  matter  in  a  train. 

I’ve  only  called  your  spirits,  friend,  to  cheer, 

And  spend  an  hour — and  something  in  some  beer. 

Guy.  This  is  dry  work — although,  by  what  I’ve  read, 

Less  dry  than  that  which  passes  overhead. 

In  blowing  up  the  lot,  I’m  sure  my  movements 
Will  be  one  step  tow’rds  Westminster  improvements. 

Give  me  the  money.  You  keep  strict  watch  here  ; 

Protect  the  cellar,  while  I  buy  the  beer.  [Exit. 

Tres.  To  be,  or  not  to  be.  That  is  the  question; 

Whether  to  give  the  King  some  slight  suggestion 
Of  Guy  Fawkes’  motion;  or,  to  let  him  suffer 
The  pangs  and  torments  of  a  blown-up  buffer. 

My  knowledge  of  the  plot  I  much  bewail — 

My  head  is  turned — I  really  must  turn  tail. 

Ha!  steps  outside;  Guy  Fawkes  returns  [Opens  door).  Come  in. 

Enter  Monteagle,  head  first. 

Mont.  Confound  your  steps  outside !  I’ve  broke  my  shin. 

Tres.  Ha!  Who  is  this?  ( Drawing  Sword)  Speak,  or  I  won’t 
be  nice. 

Mont.  I’m  Lord  Monteagle,  formerly  Spring  Rice. 

What!  Tresham  here!  Oh,  then,  it’s  very  plain, 

My  note’s  some  crotchet  of  an  idle  brain. 

Some  one  has  tried  on  me  his  tricks  to  play; 
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See  ( Showing  Note),  here’s  a  valentine  I  got  to-day. 

{Beads)  “  My  Lord,  in  friendship  to  you  this  is  sent; 

Attend  to  this — and  not  the  Parliament; 

Then,  burn  it. — If  you  treat  it  as  a  joke — 

Be  sure  the  business  will  end  in  smoke.” 

Upon  receipt  of  this  queer  note  to-night, 

My  home  I  left,  to  see  that  all  was  right. 

I  took  a  turn  round  here — 

Tres.  Your  feelings  smother ; 

You’ve  taken  one  turn — now  you’ll  get  another. 

That  note’s  no  hoax — 

Mont.  Ha ! 

Tres.  ’Tis  my  own  inditing. 

I  know  I’ve  acted  wrong;  but  that’s  my  writing. 

{After  much  agitation)  This  agony  of  mind  I  can’t  endure. 

See  !  Here’s  a  case  for  the  Cold  Water  Cure  ! 

[. Shoivs  the  Powder 


Mont  Oh  !  horror  !  What  a  sight  do  I  behold  ! 
My  blood  stagnates,  and  will  not  e’en  run  cold  ! 
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My  hair  stands  all  erect — and  will  not  fall — it 
Feels  like  quills  on  the  fretful  what-d’ye-call-it ! 

The  Parliament  for  rubbish  will  be  shot  ! 

I’ll  call  the  Coldstream  Guards — 

Tres.  You’d  better  not. 

Don’t  call  the  Guard ;  but  prenez-garde  instead, 

Or  you  may  get  a  bullet  through  your  head. 

The  horrid  man  who  quarters  in  this  hole, 

And  hides  his  plot  by  selling  coke  and  coal — 

The  head  of  all  the  wretches  who  intend 
To  make  their  powder  serve  tor  best  Wallsend — 

Will  soon  be  here.  Till  then  you  here  must  bide, 

And,  in  some  hiding-place  preserve  your  hide. 

With  drink  I’ll  ply  him,  until  drunk  he  rolls ; 

And  then,  we’ll  haul  him  over  his  own  coals. 

Mont.  You’re  up  to  plots  it  seems. 

Tres.  No;  a  mere  smatterer. 

Mont.  You’ve  shown  yourself  no  flat. 

Tres.  Ah  !  you’re  a  flatterer. 

Hark  !  I  hear  steps.  You  must  no  longer  stay; 

So  stow  your  jaw,  and  then  yourself  away.  [ Concealing  him. 
If  we  play  well  our  cards — the  game  we  win 
In  more  degrees  than  one — I’ll  let  him  in. 

\_Admits  Guy ,  with  beer  and  bread  and  cheese. 

Guy.  It’s  past  twelve;  they’d  shut  up  the  Flying  Horse; 

I’ve  fetched  this  all  the  way  from  Charing-cross. 

I’m  out  of  breath  with  running  through  the  streets. 

Now  let  us  in  the  House  resume  our  seats. 

Tresham,  you’re  pale  ! 

Tres.  It  isn’t  that  I’m  ill — I 

Without  a  fire  this  time  of  year  feel  chilly. 

Guy.  If  we’d  a  fire,  the  powder  which  we’ve  brought 
Might  cause  a  Parliamentary  Report. 
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Here’s  to  our  friends  !  (  They  Drink.)  As  to  our  foemen,  they 
Shall  find  we’ll  toast  them  in  another  way. 

*  i‘ 

(Monteagle  advances.  Guy  turns  half  round.  He  retires ,) 
What  noise  is  that  ? 

Tres.  Nothing.  Some  rat  or  mouse. 

Guy.  There’s  lots  of  rats,  I  know,  about  this  house. 

Such  vermin  swarm  where  they  can  find  a  drain. 

Tres.  ( Setting  down  the  beer ;  and  aside.)  Confound  it  !  He  al¬ 
ludes  to  me — that’s  plain. 

( Carelessly .)  D’ye  keep  a  cat  ? 

Guy.  I  think  there’s  one  about. 

Tres.  (Aside.)  He  little  thinks  how  I’ve  let  his  cat  out. 

Monteagle  advances  again .  Clock  strikes.  He  retires. 

Guy.  Hark,  there  goes  one!  Twelve  hours  will  settle  all — 

Let’s  have  a  song — 

Tres.  Agreed — (Aside) — He’ll  soon  sing  small. 

SONG— GUY. 

Air — Guy  Fawkes. 

When  first  the  King  in  Parliament  shall  read  his  Royal  Speech,  Sir, 
To  grease  the  people  over — while  he  sucks  them  like  a  leech,  Sir, 
Before  the  Lords  on  their  reply,  can  think  of  a  decision, 

I  laugh  to  think  how  soon  the  House  will  come  to  a  Division! 

CHORUS. 

Ho!  ho!  ho!  Fal!  dal!  &c.I 

The  Ministry  I’ll  throw  out,  and  the  Commons  all  unseat,  Sir; 

The  Members  all  dismembered,  shall  be  flying  through  the  street,  Sir; 
All  Standing  Orders  I’ll  upset,  and  whilst  the  whole  are  going  up. 
My  Train  won’t  be  the  only  one  that’s  ended  in  a  blowing  up. 

No!  no!  no!  Pal!  dal!  &c.! 
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Tres.  ( Passes  Guy’s  pistol  behind  to  Monteagle.) 

Guy!  you  don’t  drink 

Guy.  No  more! — in  liquor,  I 

Am  very  strict;  in  fact,  a  regular  Guy. 

Tres.  Guy — I  should  like  with  you  to  have  a  word — 

Guy.  Speak  out  then,  here,  we  can’t  be  overheard. 

Tres.  I’ve  been  for  some  time  thinking — merely  thinking — 

But  don’t  suppose  that  from  the  plot  I’m  shrinking. 

Guy.  You’d  better  not,  or  else — 

Tres.  Of  course — I  know. 

(Aside.)  (I  see  there’ll  be  a  row  before  I  go. 

I  am  very  sorry  I  e’er  undertook  it, 

In  Milton’s  language  I  should  like  to  hook  it.) 

{To  Guy).  But  to  our  plot  there  seems  this  slight  objection, 

W e  can’t  blow  up  in  only  one  direction ; 

And  when  loose  roofs  and  walls  are  blown  about 
It’s  most  unpleasant  weather  to  be  out. 

Admit  the  King  does  wrong — would  it  be  right 
To  kill  the  folks  who  come  to  see  the  sight? 

For  Ministers’  misdoings  ’twould  be  hard, 

That  cabdrivers  should  fall  in  Palace-yard. 

Blow  up  the  Ministers — with  all  my  heart  ; 

But  you  would  kill  those  too  who  take  our  part, 

Which  shows  a  cruelty  of  disposition. 

Can’t  you  contrive  to  spare  the  Opposition? 

Guy.  At  this  last  hour  would  you  be  my  dictator? 

Your  agitation  shows  you  half  a  traitor. 

Tres.  You’ve  hurt  my  feelings!  {Pulls  out  handkerchief  and  drops 
the  note  to  Monteagle.) 

Guy.  {Picking  up  the  note.)  Ha!  what’s  this  I  see? 

Tres.  Give  me  the  note! 

Guy.  No!  if  I  do  blow  me.  {Reading  it  hastily.) 

So  here’s  a  Handle  of  your  own  Creation! 

The  key  note  of  your  rapid  variation! 
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{Guy  draws  and  strikes  at  Tresham,  who  avoids  the  blow.') 

Tres.  What!  make  a  pass  at  my  unguarded  head! 

A  pretty  pass  indeed  to  cut  me  dead. 

It’s  rather  lucky  I  just  then  stooped  down ; 

For  thus  I  gave  a  bob  and  saved  a  crown. 

{Draws.)  I’ll  spoil  your  glittering  blade! 

Guy.  { Laying  down  his  sword  and  producing  another.)  I’m  not  so 
flat 

As  you  may  fancy  me  to  fight  with  that; 

Borrowed  of  Mr.  Nathan  for  the  night, 

This  is  the  sort  of  tool  I  use  to  fight! 

The  combat  sword  as  used  by  Mr.  Hicks! 

Sold  in  the  New  Cut!  Two  for  one-and-six. 

Tres.  I  neither  heed  your  new  cut  nor  your  old  one ! 

Guy.  Don’t  you  indeed — We’ll  try  that  on,  my  bold  one! 


( Combat — Tresham  is  beaten  down  by  Guy  and  rescued  by  Mont- 

eagle. —  Tableau.) 
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Montea gle. — (“  Lovely  Zitetta .”) 

So  my  young  feller — you  thought  not  to  see 
Down  in  this  celler  a  foeman  like  me; 

Don’t  think  to  be  bolting  off  by  the  wings, 
’Tis  Lord  Monteagle  himself  who  now  sings ! 

Guy.  Ha!  am  I  sold;  Still  is  it  not  too  late, 

You  can’t  get  out!  Eemain,  and  meet  your  fate! 


( Guy  seizes  the  lantern,  and  lights  a  fusee  in  one  of  the  casks; 
Tresham  extinguishes  it  with  the  remains  of  the  beer.) 


Tres.  “  The  breath  of  Heaven  has  blown  its  spirit  out,” 
Assisted  by  the  last  few  drops  of  stout ! 

Mont.  Our  fate  you  see  is  not  decided  yet, 

Your  powder’s  damaged  by  the  heavy  wet! 

But  he  has  matches  still ! 

Tres.  Control  your  ire; 

Those  ha’penny  congreves  never  do  take  fire. 

{Monteagle  levels  the  pistol  at  Guy — Tresham  stops  him.) 
Tres.  What  are  you  doing!  have  you  lost  your  wits! 

Mind,  or  the  house  will  rise  before  it  sits. 
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Can’t  you  see  shooting  him  would  be  no  go? 

For  if  you  pull  the  trigger — up  we  go! 

Which,  after  all  our  trouble,  would  be  hard. 

Fire  through  the  keyhole  and  alarm  the  guard! 

(Monteagle fires  through  door — Tresham  engages  with  Guy  and  disarms 

him.') 

Mont.  Don’t  kill  him;  if  without  you  can  contrive 
You’ll  gain  more  praise  by  showing  him  alive. 

Guard  outside .  Open!  I  charge  you  in  the  name  of  him  I 
Serve — that’s  King  James— or  I  shall  use  the  Jemmy. 

Guy.  Of  course  you’ll  open  it — Pray  don’t  let  me 
Be  any  hindrance — I  give  up  the  key. 

(  Wrenches  the  handle  off  the  key  and  throws  down  the  pieces .) 
(Crash — enter  Guard) 

Guy.  I  think  to  go  would  be  my  wisest  plan, 

But  here’s  no  opening  for  a  nice  young  man! 

A  case  for  Mr.  Wakley  then  I’ll  be. 

( Offers  to  stab  himself — Guard  stops  him.) 

Guard.  No,  fellow — we’ll  have  no  felo-de-se. 

Mont.  Guard — place  him  in  that  seat — and  bind  him  there 
Unanimously  voted  to  the  chair. 

Search  all  his  pockets  through,  and  if  you  see 
Any  small  sum  in  money  give  it  me. 

Guard.  Here’s  fourpence. 

Mont.  Hand  it  here — that’s  a  dead  nail, 

’Twill  buy  a  sandwich  and  a  glass  of  ale. 

Guy.  My  heart  is  broken — all  seems  cold  without — 

My  brain’s  on  fire — and  I  can’t  blow  it  out. 

One  hope  is  left  me — since  all  others  fail, 

When  my  head’s  off  Ainsworth  shall  write  my  tail. 
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Mont.  If  fame  is  all  you  want  you  need  not  fear; 
Guy  Fawkes  shall  be  remembered  once  a  year. 

The  characters  form  into  procession. 


Guard.  Guy  in  the  chair.  Guard 

Tresham.  Montmgle. 

CURTAIN  FALLS. 


New  and  True. — A  pretty  child — a  charming  little  three-year- 
old — was,  not  long  ago,  presented  with  that  most  tormented  of 
pets,  a  nursery  kitten,  saved  from  the  noyade  that  awaited  the  birth 
of  its  brothers  and  sisters.  A  short  time  afterwards,  the  child’s 
mamma  added  two  members  to  the  family  circle,  in  the  shape  of 
twins.  On  being  taken  into  the  nursery  to  see  them,  she  gazed  on 
them  for  some  time,  looking  from  one  to  the  other  with  much  cu¬ 
riosity.  Then,  pitting  one  of  their  plump  little  cheeks  with  her 
rosy  finger,  she  said,  “  I  think  we  will  keep  this  one,  papa.” 
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HOW  THE  EAST-HAY  WAS  SPENT. 

(  Collected  from  Various  Statements ._) 

R.  STRAGGLES.  Is  a  regular  brick, 
and  no  mistake  :  has  been  called  a 
Gent  :  wasn’t  offended:  why  should 
he  be  ?  Didn’t  observe  the  East, 
although  he  looked  for  it  ;  doesn’t 
know  anybody  that  did.  Had  a 
breakfast  party  that  day,  and  kept  it 
up  until  the  next  morning  ;  believed 
them — he  did  eat.  Bought  up  all 
the  kidneys  he  could  get,  the  night 
before.  No  end  of  half-and-half. 
Bank  shut  up.  Never  had  such  a  East-day  in  his  life,  and  don’t  care 
how  soon  he  has  another.  Thinks  the  Ministers  are  jolly  bricks,  and 
hopes  they  may  never  go  out.  Politics  and  Ireland  be  blowed. 

Luigia  Herbert.  Is  a  coryphee  :  has  been  told  she  is  pretty, 
and  believes  it.  Was  invited  to  make  one  of  a  party  to  Greenwich, 
for  a  fish  dinner.  Went.  Rather.  Thinks  the  Fast  great  fun, 
only  her  salary  was  stopped  at  the  Theatre — three  and  sixpence  for 
the  night.  Shouldn’t  care  if  another  East  happens  when  she’s  with 
Beale,  because  he  only  opens  Covent  Garden  three  nights  a  week, 
and  she  will  have  five  and  twenty  shillings.  Went  to  a  ball  at 
night :  never  had  such  a  polka.  Didn’t  know  why  it  was  a  Fast- 
day,  and  didn’t  care. 

The  Honourable  Norman  Vavasour.  Has  been  in  Ireland. 
Saw  a  gentleman  very  much  distressed  in  the  streets  at  two  o’clock 
in  the  morning,  trying  to  get  home.  Didn’t  help  him.  Served  him 
right.  Begged  pardon  :  didn’t  hear  the  question.  General  Fast  ! 
Who’s  he  ?  not  seen  his  name  in  the  army  list  :  must  be  in  the 
militia.  Oh  !  Wednesday  !  yes  :  recollects  now  :  dined  at  his 
club  j  remembers  his  bill  of  fare  was  much  as  usual ;  never  touches 
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salt  fish  ;  thinks  it  d - d  insipid  stuff.  The  only  advantage  is 

that  it  provokes  thirst ;  but  devilled  biscuit  does  better.  Went  to 
a  party  at  night — a  dance — declines  to  say  where.  Not  fair — ’pon 
his  honour  it  isn’t.  Was  obliged  to  go,  because  he  had  promised 
the  Monday  before  at  Weippert’s.  Heard  nothing  about  the  East 
there.  Thought  it  had  probably  something  to  do  with  Puseyism  ;  but 
hadn’t  read  the  Tracts  for  the  Times.  Didn’t  know  Pusey.  Had  heard 
his  sister  talk  about  him,  and,  from  what  she  said,  didn’t  want  to. 

Mr.  Raxt.  Is  doing  the  leading  business  at  the  Bower  Saloon. 
Had  played  once  for  the  Irish,  for  nothing  :  and  thought  it  base 
ingratitude  to  be  done  out  of  another  night’s  salary,  for  the  same 
purpose.  Spent  the  day  in  Battersea  fields,  studying  a  new  part. 
Saw  a  great  many  people  there,  apparently  enjoying  themselves. 
Went  to  the  Wrekin  at  night,  and  opened  an  account  there. 
Shouldn’t  have  done  it  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  the  East,  which  mulcted 
him  of  his  night’s  salary. 

Mary  Stubbs.  Is  maid  of  all  work  in  a  lodging  house.  Didn’t 
know  which  way  to  turn  the  East-day.  All  the  gentlemen  in  the 
house  gave  parties,  from  Mr.  Thompson  in  the  parlour,  to  Mr. 
Barton  on  the  fourth  floor.  Never  heard  such  a  noise — never  ; 
thought  she  should  have  been  worrited  out  of  her  life  by  the  gentle¬ 
men  ;  they  did  eat  and  drink  so.  She  never  see  such  a  Fast. 
Missus  was  going  to  church,  but  wouldn’t,  because  she  hadn’t  got 
her  new  bonnet  ;  and  what  was  the  use  of  going  to  church  shabby  ? 
Drats  the  East,  and  all  the  Irish  too.  Never  know’d  no  good  of 
none  of  ’em,  since  she  was  engaged  to  Corporal  Nowlan,  who 
borrowed  five  shillings  of  her,  the  day  he  went  away  for  ever. 
Wishes  she’d  made  him  fast. 

M.  Petitverre.  A  entendu  parler  d’un  “East-day” — a  de- 
mande  ce  que  cela  voulait  dire.  L’on  lui  a  repondu  que  c’  etait  un 
jour  maigre.  Croit  que  1’  on  s’est  trompe  car  tout  le  monde  faisait 
bonne  chair.  A  passe  la  journee  avec  des  gentlemen  riders,  et  n’a 
fait  que  boire  et  manger.  Croit  que  c’  est  une  bonne  habitude  de 
traiter  ainsi  les  jours  solennels,  et  une  qui  fait  honneur  aux  Anglais. 
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LAYS  OF  THE  MORNING  AFTER, 

NO.  3. 

THE  BAL  MASQUE. 

There  is  twelve  o’clock  now  striking,  and  I’ve  not  yet  left  my  bed, 
Still  heavy  on  my  pillow  rests  my  burning  aching  head  ; 

And  my  legs  are  stiff  and  tired,  and  like  aspens  shake  my  hands  ; 
Oh  !  cruel  is  the  vengeance  that  one  night’s  excess  demands. 

« 

Let  me  rouse  myself  a  little,  and  at  least  one  effort  make 
To  fetch  water  from  the  wash-hand-stand,  my  burning  thirst  to  slake. 
Well — the  champagne  has  done  its  work,  and  the  sherry,  too,  has 
told — 

Poison !  to  purchase  which,  last  night,  I  madly  spent  my  gold. 

Yet  how  could  I  not  purchase  what  that  debar  deuse,  desired, 

And  how  could  I  refuse  to  drink  the  wine  my  thirst  required  ? 

For  ne’er  with  a  more  witching  girl  the  happy  hours  I  passed, 

And  rarely  in  a  hotter  room,  or  in  deux  temps  half  so  fast. 

(rhapsody.) 

Brightest  of  the  lionne  species,  fairest  of  that  polking  race  ! 

Still  my  dreamy  thoughts  will  wander  to  the  beauty  of  thy  face. 

Still  I  feel  thy  heart’s  wild  throbbing,  as  last  night  ’gainst  mine  it 
beat, 

When,  fatigued  with  that  long  galoppe,  ’twas  my  knee  that  form’d 
thy  seat. 

But  why  should  I  thus  linger  over  joys  so  dearly  bought, 

When  my  empty  purse  and  aching  head  have  their  painful  lesson 
taught. 

I  will  go  no  more  to  Jullien’s  ;  I  will  shun  those  fatal  balls  ; 

And  I’ll  smoke  my  pipe  in  calmness,  within  these  narrow  walls. 


UK A WD  ACT  OF  HORSEMANSHIP 
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CELEBRATED  SPANISH  BOLERO,  AS  PERFORMED  BY  LOLA  MONTEZ  ON  THE  HIGHLY 
TRAINED  GERMAN  COURSER  “LOUIS,”  SURNAMED  “  THE  CHARGER  OF  BAVARIA.” 
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PASSAGES  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  JACK  WILSON. 

Ocu  friend,  Jack  Wilson,  who  was  examined  before  the  Commis¬ 
sion  issued  by  the  Man  in  the  Moon  to  enquire  into  the  Late 
Hour  System,  has  been  so  elated  by  his  appearance  in  print  —never 
having  had  that  honour  before  (except  in  a  Police  Report) — that  he 
has  sent  us  extracts  from  a  Diary — he  spells  it  Dairy — which,  it 
seems,  he  has  taken  to  keeping,  in  the  hope  of  our  being  able  to 
make  therefrom  a  few  amusing  and  instructive  extracts,  illustrative 
of  the  manners  and  customs  of  himself  and  the  numerous  class  which 
he  represents. 

We  plunge,  therefore,  at  once  in  medias  res ,  and  exhibit  Jack  in 
his  habits,  as  he  lives. 

MONDAY. 

Woke  at  10  o’Clock.  Head  queer;  hand  shaky.  Wondered  how 
I  came  to  go  to  bed  last  night  with  one  boot  on.  Candle  burnt  down 
in  the  socket.  Wondered  again.  Made  five  cuts  shaving.  Went  for 
my  hat  to  scrape  off  some  nap ;  found  it  knocked  in.  What  could 
the  police  have  been  about  ? 

11  o'Clock.  Carrara  Water.  Breakfast.  Chops  and  Bass. — Mem. 
to  sell  my  tea  and  coffee  pots — lumber.  Head  still  so-so  ;  business 
out  of  the  question;  no  man  can  attend  to  business  when  ill.  Wrote 
a  note  to  the  City  that  I  was  laid  up,  and  that  the  doctor  was 
afraid  it  was  either  lumbago  or  confluent  small- pox.  Felt  easier  in 
my  mind. 

12  o'Clock.  Fred  Smithers  called.  Asked  him  why  he  hadn’t 
been  at  Johnny  Broom's  last  night.  Said,  because  he  had  been  at 
Johnny  Walker’s.  An  hour’s  rational  conversation.  Agreed  new,, 
cm.  that  Woolgar  was  a  fine  woman;  and  Jerry  Clinch’s  terrier 
Spot  a  good  ’un  at  rats.  Tossed  up  for  more  Carrara  and  brandy. 
Smithers  won.  Imbibed;  and  chaffed  cabmen  out  of  window. 
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1  o'Clock.  Walk  out.  Admired  “Pets  of  the  Pallet,”  and  “Coro¬ 
nation  winning  the  Derby,”  in  a  print-shop  window.  Thought 
them  the  cheese  as  works  of  art.  Wondered  why  they  don’t  roof 
in  the  Quadrant.  Asked  Smithers.  Smithers  said  he  did  not 
know. 

2  o'Clock.  Two'sm  all  glasses  of  pale  brandy  (medicinally);  nice 
bar-maid. — Mem.  to  call  again.  Heard  that  beer  had  fallen;  was 
grateful  in  my  heart.  Saw  pretty  girl  with  bandbox;  made  up  to 
her.  She  called  the  police.  Porsook  her  in  disgust.  Bought  a 
breast-pin  as  big  as  an  egg  in  Lowther  Arcade.  Think  Fanny 
Jones  can’t  stand  that.  Looked  in  at  the  “  Poses  Plastiques. 
Fine  gals.  Ordered  a  dozen  shirts  with  ballet-girls  a  foot 
long. 

3  o'Clock.  Lunch  at  the  Cock.  Oysters  and  half-and-half.  Tum¬ 
bled  over  the  head-clerk  of  our  place  in  the  City.  Asked  me  about 
my  confluent  small-pox.  Saw  it  was  all  up.  Came  the  contrite 
dodge.  No  go.  Changed  my  tune,  and  chaffed  him.  Scene.  The 
Sack. 

4  o'Clock.  Cool  cigar.  Wrote  two  letters;  one  to  my  governor,  the 
churchwarden  at  Bubble-cum-Squeak,  repudiating  the  charge  of 
having  been  seen  at  a  stage-door  waiting  for  an  actress  ;  and 
informing  him  that  I  had  been  obliged  to  throw  up  my 
situation  in  the  house  of  Snobbs,  Dobbs,  and  Co.,  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  expressing  a  conscientious  objection  to  posting  the  ledger 
on  the  Sabbath-day.  Wrote  another  to  Polly  Davis,  of  the  Drury 
Lane  ballet,  proposing  a  feed  at  Very’s  on  Sunday.  Posted  the 
letters;  but,  unhappily,  as  I  afterwards  found,  sent  Polly’s  to  the 
Governor,  and  vice  versa. 

5  o'Clock.  Trip  up  to  the  Bed  House,  in  Citizen  A;  cigar  in  the 
bows.  Met  Price,  Friskin,  and  two  other  parties,  in  the  shooting- 
ground.  Fired  fifteen  shots  at  fifteen  sparrows;  missed  them  all, 
through  the  fault  of  the  gun.  Returned  by  the  Starlight. 

6  o'Clock.  Dressed  for  the  Evening.  White  Taglioni,  with  four- 
in-hand  drags  on  the  buttons  ;  green  and  yellow  wrapper  over 
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Joinville;  dogskin  gloves;  short  cane  With  horse’s  hoof  for  sticking 
out  of  pocket. 

7  o'clock.  Dined  at  the  Albion;  lots  of  men  there.  Grogged  ex¬ 
tensively. 

9  o'Clock.  Billiards  at  Windsor;  lost  five  games  and  three  pound 
ten  to  a  sharp  little  fellow  I  often  see  about  rooms  all  over  town. 

N.B.  Quite  a  gentleman. 

10  o'clock.  Half  price  to  the  slips  at  the  Haymarket ;  foun 
Wattles  ;  talked  so  loud  the  pit  hissed ;  laughed  at  the  Vulgar 
dogs,  and  talked  louder;  were  turned  out.  Mem.  Would  not  have 
staid  longer  at  any  rate;  Never  meant  to. 

11  o'Clock.  Casino;  Polked  with  a  splendid  creature  in  Cotton 
velvet;  have  reason  to  believe  that  she  is  a  carriage  woman  incog. 
Mem.  To  follow  it  up. 

12  o’Clock.  Looked  in  at  a  sporting  house,  and  shook  hands  with 
the  Tipton  Slasher. 

1  o'Clock.  Kidneys  at  the  Coal  Hole;  sat  at  singers’  table;  good 
story  about  a  badger  draw  down  Whitechapel  way;  took  care  not 
to  drink;  only  five  goes. 

3  o'Clock.  Sang  Lucy  Neal  down  the  Strand  as  a  solo  ;  Met 
Smithers;  sung  it  as  a  duet.  Directed  a  country  gentleman  to 
his  hotel  inCovent  Garden,  down  Parliament-street  and  over  West- 
minster-bridge.  Chaffed  divers  policemen. 

4  o'Clock.  Finished  off  with  gin  and  water  hot  at  a  night  house. 
Galled  at  the  station  in  Bow-street  to  ask  the  Inspector  how  his 
wife  was;  policeman  impertinent;  smashed  his  hat  over  his  eyes. 

5  o'Clock.  Locked  up. 


Directions  on  Lumber.— To  be  kept  dry”— The  Speeches 
in  the  House  of  Commons — No  doubt  of  it. 

“  This  side  uppermost” — Quite  impossible  to  obey  the  direction, 
so  far  as  the  Whig  side  goes. 
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KOMANCES  FOE  THE  EAIL. 

T  is  a  serious  mistake  to  say  that  Providence  has 
made  all  men  alike ;  for,  though  they  belong  to 
one  common  stock  or  family,  civilization  and  the 
Railway  Directors  have  divided  them  into  three 
distinct  species — the  upper,  middle,  and  lower — 
or,  more  properly  speaking,  the  first,  second  and 
third — classes  of  society.  Each  of  these  has 
different  tastes,  habits,  and  pursuits,  from  the 
others.  They  eat  differently,  drink  differently, 
sleep  differently,  and  think  differently.  The  aris¬ 
tocratic  gourmand  regales  on  venison  and  claret ; 
the  respectable  second-rate  gent  dines  on  roast 
mutton,  and  tipples  brandy  and  water;  while 
the  humble  epicure  feasts  upon  rashers  and  a 
pint  of  beer  in  the  pewter. 

The  physical  appetites  of  the  three  classes  are  not 
more  dissimilar  than  their  mental  tastes;  but, 
though  some  distinguished  novelists  have  en¬ 
deavoured  to  provide  for  them  food  suitable  to 
their  palates,  we  think,  in  this  respect,  the  system 
of  literary  diet  has  not  been  sufficiently  studied  or  defined.  We, 
therefore,  with  a  benevolent  sympathy  for  the  wants  of  our 
fellow-creatures,  undertake  to  lay  down  for  authors  generally, 
specimens  for  three  different  kinds  of  romances,  which  will  be 
found  applicable  to  the  three  divisions  of  society — travelling 
in  first,  second,  and  third  class  trains.  We  do  not  pretend 
to  write  volumes;  but,  as  wisdom  often  lies  in  a  nut-shell, 
we  may  he  permitted  to  crack  our  joke3  on  the  line,  when, 
like  the  Court  Ladies  of  the  last  century,  we  have  a  long  train 
behind  us.  Still,  we  are  not  arrogant  of  our  merits ;  for,  like  the 
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engineer,  we  know  our  station  ;  and,  though  we  are  never  so 
happy  as  when  jotting  down  a  few  smart  things  on  a  fly-leaf,  for 
the  fast  passengers  by  the  Express,  we  will  not  disdain  to  become 
a  “  page  in  waiting,”  for  the  slow  coaches  of  the  heavy  Parliamen¬ 
tary  trains. 

Our  first  specimen  shall  be  a  fragment  from  a  Romance  of  High 
Life,  in  which,  according  to  the  prevailing  taste  of  thejlay,  the  pe¬ 
culiar  phraseology  of  St.  Giles’s  will  be  elevated  to  the  polite 
standard  of  St.  James’s;  and  humble  flowers  of  rhetoric  culled  on 
Saffron-hill,  will  be  found  mingled  with  buds  of  elegant_6a dinage 
from  May  Fair. 


THE  ELOPEMENT. 

(strongly  recommended  for  the  use  of  first  class 

PASSENGERS.) 

ECIDEDLY  it  was  a  delici¬ 
ous  evening.  The  wax  lights 
shed  a  rich  lustre  upon  the 
brilliant  throng  assembled  in 
the  salon  de  danse  ;  but  Lady 
Sarah  Ilauteville,  degoutee  with 
the  scene,  flitted  lightly  as  gos¬ 
samer  into  the  adjoining  con¬ 
servatory,  and,  wrapping  her 
real  cachmere  chale  closely 
round  her  graceful  figure,  sank 
lightly  into  a  fauteuil  of  the 
Elizabethan  age,  and  fixing 
her  full  blue  eyes  upon  an  or- molu  statuette  of  the  goddess  Daphne, 
chiselled  by  the  divine  Hogarth,  fell  unconsciously  into  une 
etude  brune,  Rom  which  she  was  disturbed  by  a  slight  rustling 
amongst  the  orange  trees — and  before  she  could  couper  son  baton , 
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the  agreeable  Eitzgammon  stood  before  her  with  his  coat  tails 
tucked  carelessly  under  his  arms. 

“  AUez-vous-en  au  diable!  exclaimed  Lady  Sarah,  blushing. 

“  Certainement !  if  your  Ladyship  commands  me,”  replied  Fitz- 
gammon — shaking  the  ashes  from  his  fragrant  cuba  upon  the 
splendid  Louis  Quatorze  ottoman.  “  But  permit  me  to  inquire, 
si  Madame  votre  mere  a  t'elle  vendu  son  mangle  ?” 

“  Au  dessus  de  la  gauche quickly  replied  the  offended  beauty. 

Eitzgammon  perceiving  he  had  got  dans  la  boite  mal  apropos  tirait 
ses  comes  en  dedans — and  changed  the  subject.  “  Suppose  we  talk 
of  love  ?”  said  he,  thrusting  his  tongue  with  an  air  of  exquisite 
drollery,  into  his  off  cheek. 

“Love! — Pickles!”  ejaculated  her  ladyship,  slightly  elevating 
the  tip  of  her  pretty  retrousse  nose. 

“By  heavens,”  cried  Eitzgammon,  dropping  on  his  knee,  “  I’m 
serious  ;  never  was  more  so — since  I  backed  Fancy  Boy  for  the 
Derby.” 

Lady  Sarah  gazed  tenderly  at  her  kneeling  lover  through  her 
magnificent  lorgnette — then,  gently  tapping  him  on  the  head  with 
her  fan,  murmured,  in  a  voice  rendered  almost  inaudible  by 
emotion,  “  Un  pour  son  nob  !” 

“  You  admire  me.  Lady  Sarah  ?”  said  he,  twisting  his  dark 
moustache  into  drake’s  tails. 

“,/e  vous  crois,  mon  garcon,”  she  replied  with  a  tender  smile. 

“  Will  you  marry  me  ?”  he  asked,  in  a  state  of  anxious  trepida¬ 
tion. 

“  Impossible.  The  governor  refuses  to  give  his  consent.” 

“We  don’t  want  his  consent,  my  angel;  we  can  runaway— 
Elope  !  mizzle  !  ”  suggested  Eitz. 

The  novelty  of  the  idea  was  perfectly  delicious.  Lady  Sarah’s 
eyes  sparkled  with  intense  delight. 

“  Run  away,”  cried  she ;  “  Quelle  joyeuse  alouette  !  When  the 
Governor  finds  I  have  bolted,  there  will  be  le  diable  a  payer ,  etpas 
de  po  ix  chaude.” 
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And,  of  course,  when  we’re  spliced  he’ll  forgive  us,  and  fourchette 
dehors  retain  vitement ,”  remarked  the  generous  lover. 

“  But  will  you  always  love  me,  Fitz.  ?  ” - 

.  “  Till  all’s  azure  !  ”  he  exclaimed  fervently. 

“  And  stick  to  me  only  ?  ” 

Taking  both  her  hands  in  his,  he  replied  solemnly,  “  Centime  une 
brique !  ” 

Not  another  word  was  spoken.  Lady  Sarah  glanced  at  her  beau¬ 
tiful  lama  dress,  trimmed  with  Mechlin  lace;  and,  glancing  in  the 
mirror  at  the  superb  diamond  aigrette  which  sparkled  in  her  luxu¬ 
riant  tresses,  coiffe  a  la  Marie  de  Bourgogne,  returned  with  Fitz- 
gammon  to  the  dancing-room,  and  mingled  in  the  festive  foule. 

******* 

The  following  paragraph  appeared  in  the  Morning  Post  two  days 
afterwards : — 

“  Elopement  in  High  Life. — Lady  S — h  H — v — le,  the  witty 
and  beautiful  heiress,  quitted  the  shelter  of  her  paternal  roof  yester¬ 
day  morning.  The  companions  of  her  flight  are  supposed  to  be  a 
handsome  Captain  in  the  Guards,  and  a  favourite  poodle.  The 
fugitives  were  traced  to  the  Euston-square  Station,  en  route  for 
Scotland.” 
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SECOND  CLASS  ROMANCE. 

There  should  be  in  the  Romances  addressed  to  the  middle  or 
second-class  readers,  a  dash  of  the  utile  with  the  dulce — an  agreeable 
admixture  of  fact  and  fiction — like  a  pretty  woman  in  a  jupon  de 
crinoline ; — something  of  the  realities  of  life,  to  give  solidity  to  the 
lively  sallies  of  the  aufhor,  as  in  the  following  specimen  : — 


THE  THIRD  EGG. 


OU  don’t  eat  this 
morning,  my  love,” 
said  Mrs.  Dabchick  to 
Mr.  Dabchick,  as  they 
sat  at  breakfast  in  their 
little  back  parlour  at 
Chelsea  —  “  Try  an¬ 
other  egg  —  do —  do  ! 
’Tis  beautifully  fresh, 
and  I  know  ’twill  do 
you  good.” 

Mr.  Dabchick  didn’t 
want  another  egg — he 
had  disposed  of  two  already  ;  but  the 
kind  tone  in  which  Mrs.  Dabchick 
said  “  ’twill  do  you  good,”  persuaded 
him,  and  he  broke  the  shell  of  his 
third  egg.  It  would  have  been  better 
for  Mr.  Dabchick  if  he  had  broken  one 
of  his  front  teeth — as  you  shall  see  presently. 

“  I  had  a  curious  dream  last  night,  my  dear,”  said  Mrs.  Dabchick, 
as  soon  as  she  perceived  that  her  husband  had  got  his  spoon  into 
the  yolk. 
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“  Dreams  !  ”  said  Dabchick,  innocently,  “always  come  out  con¬ 
trary.” 

“  How  very  remarkable,  then,”  observed  Mrs.  Dabchick,  “  that  I 
should  have  dreamed  you  bought  me  that  charming  sweet  shawl  1 
saw  at  Swan  and  Edgar’s.” 

Dabchick  looked  down  his  nose  into  his  egg;  he  felt  that  he  stood 
on  the  brink  of  a  precipice — and  was  silent. 

“  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Crawthorne  has  just  such  another.” 

Mr.  Dabchick  began  to  swallow  his  egg  with  enormous  celerity. 

“It’s  so  becoming  too;  just  the  colour  that  you  like,  and  so  genteel; 
you  know  my  love  I  haven’t  a  stitch  fit  for  any  woman  to  be  seen 
out  of  doors  in.  I  don’t  mind  for  myself,  anything  would  do  for 
me,  but  I  confess  I  like  to  look  respectable  as  your  wife. 

Dabchick  gave  a  deep  sigh,  which  nearly  amounted  to  a  groan, 
but  continued  to  eat  his  egg  in  obstinate  silence. 

“It’s  so  enormously  cheap,”  observed  Mrs.  Dabchick,  coming 
again  to  the  charge — “  Only  five  guineas,  my  love. 

“  Five  guineas!  ”  echoed  Dabchick,  dislodged  by  this  last  remark 
from  his  taciturn  position — “  Where  is  it  to  come  from? 

“  Why,  I  suppose  from  your  pocket,  my  dear.” 

“You  must  put  it  out  of  your  head;  I  can  t  afford  it;  never  was 

so  hard  pressed  for  money  in  my  life.” 

“Dabchick,  I  didn’t  think  you  could  be  so  unkind— I  may  say, 
ungrateful — after  I  gave  up  my  regular  month  at  Margate  last 
summer,  because  you  wished  it. 

“  Ay,”  replied  the  husband  ;  “  but  you  went  to  Boulogne  in¬ 
stead,  and  stopped  two  months.” 

«  That  was  for  the  dear  children’s  sake.  I  wanted  them  to 
learn  French  with  the  Parisian  accent.  But  that  s  always  the  way. 
A  woman  sacrifices  herself  for  her  family,  and  gets  nothing  for  it— 
not  so  much  as  a  shawl.” 

«  My  dear,”  said  Dabchick,  in  a  soothing  tone,  “  I  really  would 
if  I  could.  But  what  am  I  to  do  ?  I  have  a  heavy  bill  to  meet  to¬ 
day  ?” 
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u  Well,  meet  it  like  a  man,”  replied  his  lady. 

Dabchick  smiled  faintly ;  the  unfortunate  man  was  evidently 
giving  way.  He  attempted  to  rally,  but  bis  wife  continued  to 
press  him  closely. 

“Five  guineas  is  a  great  deal  to  give  for  a  shawl,”  said  he, 
hoping  to  compromise  the  matter  for  two  or  three  sovereigns. 

“Yes,”  said  Mrs.  Dabchick,  triumphantly  ;  “but  see  what  I  save 
in  housekeeping,  by  buying  French  eggs  instead  of  English ; 
they’re  twopence  a  dozen  cheaper.  That’s  a  French  egg  you’ve 
been  eating,  my  love,  and  a  very  nice  one  it  was.  There,  you’ll 
give  me  the  shawl — I  know  you  will  ;  and  you  may  thank  Heaven 
that  you  have  a  wife  that  studies  the  Economy  of  French  Eggs  ” 

#  *  *  *  *  * 

The  following  Sunday  Mrs.  Dabchick  appeared  at  church  in  the 
pew  facing  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Crawthorne,  arrayed  in  the 
charming,  sweet  shawl. 


THIRD  CLASS  ROMANCE. 

The  tastes  of  Third  Class  readers  are  totally  different  from  those 
of  the  two  superior  classes.  They  relish  none  but  highly  seasoned 
dishes,  composed  of  touching  incidents,  cutting  sentiments,  and 
deep  distresses.  These,  if  flavoured  with  virtuous  indignation,  and 
served  up  hot  with  melodramatic  sauce,  are  sure  to  be  swallowed 
greedily;  e.g.  : — 
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THE  MYSTERIES  OE  SAFFRON-HILL. 


WAS  a  fearful  night; 
the  rain  was  falliog  in 
torrents,  and  the  wind 
howled  most  hideously 
through  the  broken  roof 
and  shattered  casements 
of  the  lone  garret  on 
Saffron -hill.  In  the 
pauses  of  the  storm  the 
sullen  roar  of  the  Fleet 
ditch  came  mingled  with  the  distant  rattle  of  the  safety  cab,  bearing 
some  gay  reveller,  some  happy  child  of  fortune,  from  the  cider 
cellar  to  the  princely  mansions  of  Mile  End. 

It  was  a  night  when  the  shivering  victims  of  the  world  s  prejudice, 
pale,  pattenless  sempstresses  and  wan  umbrellaless  clerks,  stood  up 
under  hall  doors  or  slunk  into  archways  and  passages;  and  "when 
company  came  “dropping  in”  to  the  colonnades  of  Covent  Garden 


or  the  Opera  House. 

It  was  a  night  when  the  sad  melodies  of  the  wandering  children 
of  Ethiopia  were  hushed  in  the  Strand,  and  the  thrilling  chords  of 
the  banjo  were  mute  in  Drury-lane;  when  Poor  Lucy  Neal  had 
sighed  the  last  low  murmur  of  her  life  in  the  Haymarket,  and  the 
Buffalo  Gals  had  ceased  to  “  dance  by  the  light  of  the  moon”  m  the 
Quadrant.  Even  the  venerable  Daniel  Tucker  had  sought  his 
peaceful  home— but  found,  alas!  that  he  was  “too  late  for  supper/* 

It  was  a  night,  in  short,  when  the  wretched  Italian  boys  had, 
in  sheer  compassion,  left  off  grinding  their  organs;  but  the  rich 
tyrants  of  this  earth— when  will  they  leave  oft  grinding  their  poor 
fellow  creatures? 

All  these  things  whirled  through  Richard  Hall’s  brain  as  he  sat 
in  his  dilapidated  garret,  with  his  elbows  rested  on  a  small  deal 
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table  and  his  face  buried  in  his  grimy  hands  ;  he  cast  a  sidelong 
glance  at  the  gin  bottle  before  him — it  was  empty. 

“  It  must  be  done,”  muttered  he,  thrusting  his  hand  fiercely  into 
his  breast,  and  drawing  forth  a  small  miniature  of  a  blue-eyed,  fair¬ 
haired  girl,  set  in  gold.  “Yes,” said  he  bitterly,  “thus  she  looked — 
thus  she  smiled — when — oh!  Heaven!  the  thought  is  madness” — 
and  he  struck  the  table  so  violently  with  his  clenched  fist,  that  the 
rushlight  fell  on  the  floor  and  was  extinguished. 

He  was  alone — in  the  darkness  of  that  grim  garret ;  but  the  gloom 
was  not  blacker  than  the  thoughts  that  filled  his  mind.  Pressing 
his  hat  over  his  brow,  he  strode  heavily  across  the  broken  floor; 
groped  his  way  down  the  creaking  staircase ;  rushed  into  the 
street;  and,  heedless  of  the  pelting  rain,  and  the  whistling  north 
wind,  hurried  on,  until  he  reached  an  open  door,  above  which  hung 
three  golden  balls — fit  emblems  of  the  Spirit  of  Mammon  that 
reigned  within. 

It  was  a  Pawnbroker’s  Establishment. 

Richard  Hall  entered  the  house,  and  plunged  into  one  of  its 
mysterious  cupboards.  He  felt  that  he  was  in  that  terrible  Mael¬ 
strom  which  had  swallowed  up  the  tenderest  “pledges”  of  affection, 
and  his  heart  grew  sick  within  him.  He  had,  however,  strength, 
as  he  laid  the  miniature  on  the  counter,  to  say — 

“Ten  bob  !  ” 

The  man  behind  the  counter  had  a  heart  formed  by  nature  to 
sympathise  with  distress.  He  examined  the  trinket  curiously ;  and, 
drawing  the  sleeve  of  his  coat  across  his  nose,  wrote  a  few  words 
upon  a  scrap  of  paper,  which  he  thrust,  along  with  the  money,  to 
Richard. 

“There,  young  man,”  said  he;  “nine  and  eight — fourpence 
ticket.” 

Richard,  for  the  first  time,  lifted  up  his  eyes  to  gaze  upon  the 
generous  unknown;  but  suddenly  started  back,  and,  overcome  by 
his  emotion,  exclaimed — 

“  D — n  me  if  it  ain’t— my — my  unde  /  ” 
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Clutching  the  tin  with  desperate  grasp,  he  fled  from  the  spot; 

and,  in  a  moment,  was  lost  round  the  corner. 

.  ******* 

Let  us  hasten  to  the  denouement  of  this  tragic  tale.  Richard  did 
not  return  to  his  lodgings  in  Saffron-hill  that  night.  But  the 
legends  of  Bow-street  Station-house  contain  a  brief  memorial  of  his 
fate,  in  the  following  awful  line: — 

“  Richard  Hall — Drunk  and  disorderly !  ” 


WORKS  NOT  RECEIVED. 

A  satisfactory,  or  even  a  decent  reply,  from  Mr.  Howitt  to  the 
smash  given  him  by  the  Editor  of  the  People's  Jounal  (0  vol.) 

The  conclusion  of  “Mrs.  Bib’s  Baby,”  and  Vol.  III.  of  “  Miss 
Robinson  Crusoe”  (Stitched — i.e.,  Sewn  up.) 

A  Debtor  and  Creditor  Account  of  the  Destination  of  the  Repeal 
Fund.  (Calfskin.) 

Programme  for  a  Modem  Concert.  (24  vols.  quarto.) 

A  Refutation  of  the  Charges  Levelled  at  High  Art.  Spoon  and 
Company. 

How  to  Keep  Awake  at  a  Sterling  Comedy.  (Very  scarce, 
£1  Is.) 

What  to  Prig  and  How  to  Prig  it.  By  Mr.  Edward  Sterling. 
Dedicated  to  the  Author  of  “  Raby  Rattler.” 

Consistency  familiarly  Explained.  By  Lord  Brougham. 

A  Dissertation,  with  Greek  notes  and  Hebrew  references,  on  the 
College  Hornpipe.  By  the  Chancellor  of  the  Cambridge  University. 


Indisputable. — Mr.  Poulett  Scrope,by  the  number  and  nature  of 
his  pamphlets,  seems  attempting  to  diminish  the  quantity  of  waste 
land  in  Ireland  by  adding  to  the  amount  of  waste  paper  in  England. 
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M.  SOYEK/S  SOUP  FOR  THE  POOR. 

INCE  the  ingenious  gastronomic  regenerator 
of  the  Reform  Club  issued  his  receipt  for  his 
cheap  soup,  every  man  has  become  his  own 
cook,  in  his  anxiety  to  produce  a  specimen  of 
the  popular  potage.  Discussions,  also,  have 
arisen  upon  the  cost,  as  stated  by  the  inventor, 
and  opinions  of  every  kind  have  been  launched 
at  it,  principally,  however,  by  those  who  ex¬ 
pected  to  make  mock  turtle  at  three-half-pence 
a  quart,  out  of  nothing,  and  were  disappointed 
therein.  Its  manufacture  has  suggested  the 
following  scene  : — 

Scene. — The  Kitchen  of  the  Reform  Club.  In  the  middle  a  Copper 

Enter  M.  Soyeh  and  Two  Cooks. 

Soger.  Thrice  the  Palace  clock  hath  chim’d. 

2nd  Cook.  Thrice  :  and  members  all  have  dined. 

3rd  Cook.  Ireland  cries  :  ’tis  time — ’tis  time  ! 

Soy.  Round  about  the  copper  go, 

In  the  cheap  ingredients  throw. 

Dripping,  that  in  gallipot 
Days  and  nights  has  been  forgot  ; 

Boneless  beef,  in  square  bits  cut, 

In  two-gallon  saucepan  put. 

All.  Don’t  mind  trouble,  were  it  double, 

Stir  the  copper  till  it  bubble. 

Soy.  Eifteen  leaves  of  celery  top  ; 

In  with  turnip  peelings  pop. 
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Green  of  two  leeks  on  them  hurl ; 
Half  a  pound  of  barley  pearl ; 
Common  flour  next,  half  a  pound, 
In  eight  quarts  of  water  drown’d. 
Whitest  salt,  and  sugar  brown  ; 
That  will  make  the  soup  go  down. 
Then  a  penny  charge  for  fuel, 

And  for  Sixpence  make  the  gruel. 

All.  At  a  trifling  cost  of  trouble, 
You  may  make  the  copper  bubble. 


No.  4 
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Soy.  Give  it  to  the  poor  as  food, 
And  ’twill  be  found  cheap  and  good. 


Air.— M.  SOYER. 

( From  “  La  Sonnambula.”) 

'Still  so  gently  onions  peeling, 

The  smell  will  bring  out  the  feeling, 

Spite  of  all  their  sneers  revealing, 

That  the  beef — that  the  beef  is  wholesome  still. 
Though  mock-turtle  soup  may  charm  theft, 
And  Mulligatawny  warm  thee, 

Sure  my  soup  will  never  harm  thee  : 

If  it  feed  not — if  it  feed  not — it  will  fill. 

2nd  Cook.  By  the  licking  of  my  thumbs, 
Something  weighty  this  way  comes. 

Open  locks,  whoever  knocks. 


Enter  John  Bull. 

John.  How  now,  you  knowing  gastronomic  wags, 
What  is’t  you  brew  ? 

All.  A  soup  without  a  name. 

John.  I  conjure  you  by  that  which  you  profess 
(Howe’er  you  came  to  know  it),  answer  me. 
Though  you  tie  up  the  winds  in  pudding  bags, 

And  into  sovfflees  whip  the  yesty  waves — 
Compound  and  swallow  all  creation  up — 

Even  till  repletion  sicken,  answer  me 
To  what  I  ask  you. 
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Soy.  Parlez. 

2nd  Cook.  Ask. 

3rd  Cook.  Cat  on. 

Soiy.  Say,  wouldst  thou  rather  hear  it  from  our  mouths, 
Or  from  our  platters. 

John.  Let  me  see  the  carte. 


Thunder .*  The  Apparition  oj  a  Boar's  Head  rises. 


App.  John  Bull !  John  Bull !  Beware  an  Irish  stew  ! 

Corn  riots  dread  !  Dismiss  me.  That  will  do.  [ Descends . 

John.  Thanks  for  the  caution.  Much  obliged  I  feel. 

The  Corn-laws  altogether  I’ll  repeal. 


*  Stage  direction. — The  thunder  is  produced  by  rolling  a  turnip  in  a 
fish-kettle. 
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Thunder.  The  Apparition  of  a  Turkey ,  trussed ,  with  a  ca i  rot  in 

its  hand,  rises. 

John.  What’s  this, 

That,  like  the  scutcheon  of  the  Prussian  King, 

Holds  in  its  claw  a  vegetable  sceptre, 

And  chain  of  sausage-meat  ? 

All.  Hish  !  hold  your  row. 

App.  Make  lots  of  metal,  John,  and  take  no  care 
Who  spends,  who  wastes,  or  who  conspires  to  share. 

John  Bull  shall  never  bankrupt  be,  until 

Great  Hornsey  Wood  shall  come  to  Primrose  Hill.  [Descends. 
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John.  Had  I  three  mouths  I’d  eat  thee.  It  can’t  be. 

Had  it  been  Alderman  Wood  and  Rowland  Hill, 

They  might  have  met ;  but  trees  can’t  cut  their  sticks, 

Nor  Chalk  Farm  walk  its  chalks  from  Primrose  Hill. 

Yet,  tell  me  one  thing  more.  Shall  famine  ever 
Reign  in  this  kingdom  ? 

Soy.  Show  ! 

2nd  Cook.  Show  !  ! 

3rd  Cook.  Show  !  !  ! 


Eight  Cooks  appear ,  the  two  last  being  Captain  Cook  and 

Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke . 
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Soy.  Whilst  these  great  cooks — the  present  and  the  past, 

Who,  although  many,  will  not  spoil  the  broth — 

Vatel,  who  died  for  fish  that  came  too  late  ; 

Careme,  who  cooked  Napoleon’s  goose  ;  and  Ude, 

Whom,  if  you’d  known,  you’d  have  respected  much. 

Facetious  Mrs.  Glass,  who  recommends 

That  you  should  catch  your  hare  ere  you  do  cook  it. 

And  Francatelli,  who  hath  done  a  book 
As  well  as  I ;  and  Doctor  Kitchiner, 

Oracular  professor  of  his  art. 

And  Captain  Cook,  who  found  out  foreign  roots, 

(Though  not  by  nature,  yet  a  Cook  by  name). 

And  T.  P.  Cooke,  who  says— “  Avast !  belay  ! 

Whilst  in  the  sailor’s  locker  there’s  a  shot 

No  swab  shall  starve” — whilst  these  great  cooks  exist 

(Or  others  like  them)  Famine  ne’er  shall  reign. 

{They  disappear. 

John.  Where  are  they  ?  Gone  !  No  matter  ;  Fm  at  rest, 
Though  cat’racts  may  destroy  potatoes’  eyes — 

Though  years  may  come  and  bring  no  ears  of  com — 

Though  meat  may  rise  as  high  as  Green’s  balloon — 

Still,  whilst  our  brave  cooks  can  make  all  ends  meat, 

No  famine  e’er  shall  harm  us. 

Chorus  from  “  Macbeth” — “  We  Fry  by  Night,’* 


EXEUNT. 


New  Work  bi  the  Authoress  of  “Susan  Hopley.”— 
“Anne  of  Beerstain;  or,  the  Barmaid’s  Progress.” 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


221 


TO  COLLECTORS  OF  CURIOSITIES. 

The  trustees  of  the  British  Museum  are  prepared  to  treat  with  the 
possessors  of  any  of  the  undermentioned  rarities,  with  a  view  to  their 
being  transferred  to  the  national  old  curiosity  shop  in  Great  Bussell- 
street,  viz: — 

No.  1.  An  Advertising  School,  not  described  as  possessing 
“  thoroughly  ventilated  dormitories,  and  commodious  lavatories,’ 
and  in  which  a  preference  is  not  given  to  “  moral  agency  over  per¬ 
sonal  coercion.” 

No.  2.  One  of  this  year’s  valentines,  in  which  none  of  the  expres¬ 
sions  “  spicy  gale,”  “  verdant  vale,”  “  leafy  spray,”  “  feathered 
songster,”  and  “  roseate  knoll,”  occur. 

No.  3.  An  embryo  invention,  that  is  not  stated  to  be  calculated 
to  save  thousands  of  pounds  in  an  article  of  universal  use. 

No.  4.  An  advertisement  for  a  governess,  at  thirty  pounds  a  year, 
which  does  not  set  forth  the  acquirements  of  geography,  French, 
music,  Latin,  Italian,  drawing,  flower-painting,  water-colours,  fancy- 
work,  the  guitar,  and  the  calisthenic  exercises — to  be — in  addition  to 
the  usual  branches  of  a  solid  English  education,  “absolutely  indis¬ 
pensable.” 

No.  5.  A  play  bill  at  a  suburban  theatre  which  does  not  state  the 
melodrama  to  be  of  “  soul-absorbing  interest,”  the  farce  to  be  a 
“regular  screamer,”  and  in  which  “a  drama  of  extraordinary  con¬ 
struction”  is  not  underlined. 

No.  6.  A  prospectus  of  a  newspaper  which  does  not  set  forth 
that  the  proposed  journal  will  be  a  capital  medium  for  advertisers. 

No.  7.  The  second  number  of  a  new  journal,  in  which  the  Editor 
does  not  state  that  he  is  “  overwhelmed  with  communications  of  the 
kindest  and  most  flattering  description;”  and,  that  the  “success  of 
the  undertaking  has  been  far  beyond  the  most  sanguine  expecta¬ 
tions  of  the  projectors.” 

Sealed  tenders  to  be  sent  in  to  the  British  Museum,  stating  lowest 
price  and  other  particulars. 

11,  Great  Ilussell- street,  1st  April,  1847. 
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“OH!  MOLLY,  PAWN.” 

(An  Improvement  on  Lover.) 

Oh!  Molly,  pawn  without  repining, 

That  wedding-ring  I  gave  to  you,  / 

Where  three  gilt  balls  are  brightly  shining, 

Because  they've  customers  to  do. 

The  gin-shop  yet  is  open  keeping; 

Let’s  have  a  drain  of  ruin  blue, 

Or  tumble  off  our  chairs  a-sleeping, 

Our  stomachs  washed  with  mountain  dew. 

Oh!  Molly,  Pawn!  Then  Molly,  Molly,  Pawn ! 

The  creaming  gin  was  made  to  drink,  love ; 

The  foaming  beer  was  made  to  flow; 

But  our  spirits  ne’er  were  made  to  sink,  love, 

Whilst  we  can  raise  a  single  go. 

Now  jolly  dogs  are  loudly  bawling, 

Till  taverns  echo  with  their  glee; 

Had  we  the  drink  for  which  they’re  calling, 

How  ’tosticated  we  should  be. 

Then  Molly,  Pawn  !  Oh!  Molly,  Molly,  Pawn! 


The  subscribers  to  the  Opera  Glass  are  calling  out  that  they 
have  got  a  glass  too  much.  Judging  by  the  tone  of  our  contem¬ 
porary,  in  talking  of  the  New  Italian  Opera,  we  presume  it  belongs 
to  that  class  of  its  namesakes  which  is  always  to  be  found — for 
hire — in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  theatres. 
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you’d  a  better  come,  bill,  there  wo’nt  be  no  riff-iiaff — 

it  a’int  permitted. 
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ANECDOTES  OF  AUTHORS  (WARRANTED). 

BEN  JONSON. 

LAS !  that  the  poverty  of  literary  men 
has  been  so  long  proverbial.  Ben  Jon- 
son  endured  a  life  of  severe  privation. 
On  one  occasion  he  was  found  boil¬ 
ing  his  boots  in  a  neighbour’s  warm¬ 
ing  pan — the  room  which  he  inhabited 
was  papered  with  pawnbrokers’  du¬ 
plicates — and,  during  a  severe  winter, 
having  neither  fuel,  nor  the  means  of 
procuring  any,  he  was  forced  to  apply 
mustard  poultices  in  order  to  warm 
his  feet.  Ben  once  worked  as  a  com¬ 
mon  labourer,  and  is  said  to  have 
built,  with  his  own  hands,  a  wall  near 
Chancery-lane.  lie  afterwards  lived 
near  the  present  termination  of  Goswell-street  ;  and,  one  of  his 
admirers  having  said  that  he  wrote  like  an  Angel  at  Islington,  was 
told  that  his  works  rather  appeared  to  be  those  of  a  Bricklayer’s 
Arms. 

DKYDEN, 

Dry  den  was  occasionally  very  hard  up,  and  it  is  not  generally 
known  that  he  wrote  Alexander’s  Feast  in  blue  and  yellow  chalk 
upon  the  pavement  in  Fleet-street,  as  a  means  of  procuring  a 
dinner. 

SHAKSPEARE  AND  MACBETH. 


The  tragedy  of  “  Macbeth”  was  not  favourably  received  by  the 
critics.  The  Percy  Society  have  raked  up  some  curious  particulars 
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connected  with  the  first  night  of  its  performance.  The  gods  seem 
to  have  been  particularly  obstreporous,  and  when  the  incantation 
scene  came  on,  and  the  witches’  cauldron  appeared  upon  the  stage, 
one  graceless  ’prentice  from  the  Ward  of  Chepe,  bawled  out 
“  Marry  if  such  pyeces  be  sette  forth — then  verily  is  ye  theatre 
goyinge  unto  potte.”  Another,  “  in  a  most  loude  voyce,  did  de- 
mande  ane  tickette  for  souppe” — whilst  a  third  “  did  prophecie  that 
ye  cauldron  woulde  cooke  Macbeth  his  goose.”  The  ancient  MS. 
continues :  “  but,  forasmuch  as  ye  tragedie  didde  welle  and  trulie 
succeede — Maister  Shakspeare  did  lyttle  neede  such  jybes  or  jeers 
— and  suppynge  that  samen  nighte  at  the  Mermaidde,  didde  saye, 
and  of  this  there  be  many  witnesses  worthy  of  all  creditte — “  that 
ye  pyece  didde  goe  righte  well,  and  that,  if  forsooth  it  should  runne 
tenne  nights,  he  would  pay  unto  mine  hoste  his  score  at  thatte 
hostelrie.”  That  samen  night,  or  forsooth  momynge  at  fyve  of  the 
clocke — when  ye  reckonynge  was  called  for,  ye  poet,  Ben  Jonson, 
as  indeed  was  a  customme  with  him,  didde  suddenlie  disappear  no 
man  knewe  whither :  soe  that  because  of  his,  in  such  a  mannerre 
makynge  of  himself  soe  scarce — he  was  called  ever  after  “  Scarce 
(or,  Rare)  Ben  Jonson.” 


SAVAGE. 

Savage  was  often  reduced  to  great  straits.  He  wrote  his  best 
works  by  help  of  a  skewer  and  a  bottle  of  blacking. 

BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER. 

The  following  is  an  exact  copy  of  a  card  issued  by  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher,  from  their  place  of  business,  in  the  Beividere-road,  Lam¬ 
beth  : — 

“Ye  maisters  Beaumont  and  Fleteher,  Dramatistes  to  ye  Royal 
Familie,  begge  to  inform  ye  nobilitie,  gentry,  and  ye  publicke  in 
generalle,  that  they  have  laid  in  their  usual  stockke  of  playes  for  ye 
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winter  seasonne,  all  of  whych  will  be  disposed  of  at  ye  lowest  re- 
muneratynge  prices. 

“  Tragedies  and  comedies  to  measure.  Countrie  Dramatistes  con- 
tractedde  with  four  tragedies  bye  the  yeare  for  ten  pounds,  and  ye 
old  pyeces  returned. 

“  Amateurs  own  materialles  mayde  up. 

“  N.B.  Please  to  rynge  ye  bottome  belle.” 


WANT  SITUATIONS. 

ALL  LETTERS  TO  BE  POST  PAID. 

The  celebrated  and  talented  John  Foster,  Esq.,  as  gentleman’s 
gentleman. 

Peter  Borthwick,  Esq.,  as  anything — from  drawing  bills  in 
Parliament  to  drawing  trucks  in  the  docks. 

Lord  G.  Bentinck. — In  the  Treasury.  A  douceur  of  five 
pounds  will  be  paid  to  any  one  who  will  procure  for  the  advertiser 
a  Prime  Ministership. 

The  Comte  Montemolin  as  King  of  Spain.  Salary  not  so  much 
an  object  as  a  comfortable  home. 

Lord  Brougham  as  Chancellor;  and  would  be  happy  to  make 
himself  generally  useful  about  the  House.  N.B.  As  the  talents  of 
the  advertiser  are  universal,  he  beats  carpets  and  attends  evening 
parties,  should  the  House  rise  in  time. 

Mr.  Cochrane  as  M.P.  for  Westminster.  References  unques¬ 
tionable — inasmuch,  nobody  knows  anything  about  them. 


Where  Thieves  Ought  to  Steal. — Out  of  the  Country. 
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ODE  TO  WHACKEM  HOUSE  ACADEMY. 

BY  A  PUPIL  RETURNING  TO  SCHOOL. 

Sweet  Whackem  House  !  for  contemplation  made, 

(We’ve  sixty  boarders  there) — thy  tranquil  shade 
Invites  me  back  to  taste  the  calm  delight 
Of  Wisdom’s  lessons. — (Tip  us,  Bob,  a  light) 

Sweet  Whackem  House  !  Pond  mem’ry  loves  to  trace 
Thy  hawthorn  lane — (where  Tomkins  smash’d  my  face) — 

Thy  willow — (and  the  birch)  beside  the  rill, 

Seat  of  my  youth — (I  feel  it  tingle  still.) 

Thy  orchard  hung  with  apples  ripe  and  fair — 

(They  always  kept  a  wicked  mastiff  there,) — 

Thy  playground — and  my  playmates — kind  and  true — 

(Who  laughed  when  Wilkins  thrash’d  me,  black  and  blue.) 

Yes,  I  remember — I  remember  all ! 

The  white- faced  usher,  and  the  white-washed  hall — 

The  marbles — (that  were  prigg’d,  I  know,  by  Jones,) — • 

Friend  of  my  soul ! — (I’ll  break  the  rascal’s  bones.) 

The  sports  at  eve,  when  coat  and  cap  were  off, 

To  chase  the  hoop. — (I  chased  the  hooping-cough —  • 

And  caught  it  too.) — Oh  !  days  of  gay  delight, 

Youth’s  morning  draught  of  joy — (with  pills  at  night.) 

Oh  !  much  I  love  thee — (gammon  !) — Doctor  Duff ! 

Thy  care  so  tender — (and  thy  beef  so  tough) — 
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Thy  words,  that  fall  like  sugar — (in  the  cane)  ; 

(I  also  love  the  gard’ner’s  daughter  Jane.)  , 

Sweet  Whackem  House  !  where  first  my  infant  tongue 
In  numbers  lisp’d — ’twas  thus  I  trembling  sung 
“  Hail,  Muse  divine.” — Oh  !  curse  it,  Bob,  don’t  snore. — 
Here’s  Whackem  House  ;  we’re  back  at  school  once  more. 


NURSERY  RHYME. 

Ding  dong  bell 
Bunn  isn’t  well, 

What  made  him  ill? 

Drury  don’t  fill. 

Who’ll  raise  the  wind, 

Not  Jenny  Lind, 

What  a  naughty  girl  was  that, 

Not  to  know  what  she’d  be  at. 

To  make  them  placard  every  wall, 
And  after  all  not  come  at  all. 


He  Wot  Prigs,  &c. — Mr.  Punch,  in  his  number  of  the  6th  of 
March,  proposes  a  Gastronomic  Regenerator  for  Ireland.  He  ought 
rather  to  have  seconded  the  nomination,  seeing  that  the  Man  in 
the  Moon  started  M.  Soyer  as  Candidate  for  the  Regeneratorship» 
in  his  second  number. 


The  upholders  of  that  dreary  business  called  the  Eton  Montem, 
have  drawn  upon  themselves  a  castigation  from  more  than  one 
quarter.  After  having  collected  so  much  salt,  they  might  have 
looked  out  for  a  rod  in  pickle. 
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HOW  EATING  OYSTERS  WAS  INVENTED. 

Some  seventeen  hundred  years  ago — we  are  not  in  the  least  parti¬ 
cular  to  a  shade  or  a  century — the  High-street  of  Margate  was  a 
primeval  forest.  A  very  wild  boar  happened,  at  the  date  of  our 
tale,  to  be  sitting  exactly  where  a  very  handsome  marine  library 
now  stands — and  a  very  wild  bull  was  amusing  himself  by  bellow¬ 
ing  up  and  down  the  terrace  now  handsomely  occupied  by  the 
Marine  Parade. 

Margate  was  then  neither  a  watering  place,  nor  a  brandy  and 
watering  place.  The  Ancient  Britons  were  horrid  savages';  and  the 
consequence  was,  that  on  the  fine  summer  afternoon  when  our  story 
opens,  not  a  single  gentleman  was  stationed  on  the  cliff  with  an 
achromatic  telescope,  watching  the  cut  of  the  ladies’  bathing  dresses 
— and  not  a  single  matron,  the  proprietess  of  furnished  apartments, 
was  imbibing  the  lodgers’  gin. 

No — Margate  was  uncolonised — savage — a  desert — no  wheels  of 
fortune — no  yellow  slippers — no  donkeys — no  Polka  bands — no  turn 
out  of  a  whole  population  to  behold  the  advent  of  Captain  Large 
perched  on  the  paddle-box  of  the  Red  Rover . 

Only — one  individual  sat  musing  upon  a  stone,  exactly  where  the 
ietty  now  draws  its  wooden  length  along.  He  was  an  Ancient  Briton, 
and  a  Prince,  but  his  name  has  not  been  preserved  by  the  vinegar 
of  tradition  in  the  pickle  jar  of  history.  He  sat  upon  a  stone  and 
contemplated  the  rising  tide.  His  costume  consisted  of  a  coat  of 
brown  paint — pantaloons  (fitting  to  the  skin)  of  woad — and  a  very 
dashing  waistcoat  of  yellow  ochre.  Altogether,  his  appearance  was 
recherche,  and  his  dress  showed  that  he  had  just  left  the  evening 
party  which  Queen  Boadicea  had  been  giving  to  her  Court,  within 
a  remarkably  dry  and  airy  cave,  near  the  North  Foreland. 

The  tide  rose  and  rippled — the  Prince  still  mused — mused  as 
though  he  were  rather  bemused  than  amused.  At  length  he 
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spoke — in  ancient — here  translated  for  the  benefit  of  the  general 
reader,  into  modern  British. 


“  There’s  no  hope — none.  I  thought  she  never  could  have  stood 
this  style” — glancing  at  the  woad  and  ochre — “of  painting  and 
glazing — but  she  i3  obdurate.  Alas  !  in  her  heart  there  is  no  more 
chance  of  an  opening  for  my  affection,  than  in  that  flat  pebble.” 

So  saying,  he  pointed  to  a  rough  brown  substance,  round  which 
the  frothing  waters,  creeping  amid  the  wrinkles  of  the  sand,  had 
just  closed.  What  was  the  astonishment  of  the  Prince  when  he 
beheld  the  apostrophised  object  slowly  open,  as  it  appeared,  a  pair 
of  thin  shelly  jaws — within  which  he  observed,  snugly  tucked  up, 
a  little  round  fatty  thing,  which  seemed  to  wink  at  him  out  of  a 
spot  like  an  eye  in  the  middle  of  its  body.  Hardly  daring  to 
believe  his  senses,  the  Prince  instinctively  attempted  to  feel  with  his 
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hand  what  he  saw  with  his  eyes,  and  inserted  his  fingers  between 
the  jaws,  which  straightway  closed  with  a  sharp  nip — imprisoning 
the  inquisitive  M.P.,  or  member  of  the  Prince,  between  them. 


Here  was  a  fix.  Up  Sprung  the  victim — but  the  living  pebble  held 
fast.  The  Prince  shouted  his  war  cry,  shook  his  hand  as  though  he 
would  shake  it  off — then  writhed  and  howled  with  the  pain,  and 
went  dancing  and  capering  along  the  beach  (towards  the  sea 
bathing  infirmary),  presenting  the  curious  spectacle  of  an  Ancient 
Briton — a  native  of  the  land,  taken  prisoner  by  a  native  of  the 
water. 

And  here,  if  it  be  objected  by  any  bilious,  and  dreary  caviller, 
that  oysters  have  no  such  tenacious  properties,  we  beg  to  ask  the 
weak-minded  humbug  if  he  believe  that  oysters  in  the  time  of  the 
Romans  and  Druids,  were  such  highly  civilised  and  gentlemanly 
shell-fish  as  they  are  now — and  also  whether  it  is  not  probable,  even 
supposing  the  general  nature  of  the  fish  to  have  undergone  no 
change,  that  oysters  in  those  days  would  resent  more  keenly  such 
an  unwonted  intrusion  than  at  the  present  time,  when  they  are  quite 
accustomed  to  the  disagreeable  process  of  shelling  out  ? 

No.  4. 
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We  return  to  the  Prince.  After  shouting,  yelling,  and  dancing 
for  half  an  hour,  to  the  great  discomfiture  of  a  Druid  priest  who 
was  piously  making  a  burnt  offering  of  a  respectable  member  of 
his  congregation,  in  the  vicinity,  the  Prince  took  counsel  first,  and 
a  stone  afterwards,  with  which  he  settled  the  hash  of  his  involuntary 


companion — only,  unhappily  mashing  the  point  of  the  imprisoned 
finger  in  the  process.  Yes,  there  lay  the  little  round  fatty  gentle¬ 
man,  placid  and  resigned,  in  the  fragments  of  what  was  once  his 
hod,  and  what  was  now  his  coffin.  His  victor  regarded  him  with  a 
glance  of  mingled  hate  and  triumph. 

Now  the  Prince  was  not  a  Christian.  He  did  not,  therefore,  love 
his  enemies.  He  ate  them.  A  distinguished  warrior  as  he  was, 
and  the  terror  of  Caesar’s  legions,  he  fought  and  ate  his  way  to 
glory.  Sometimes  during  a  war  he  would  ask  his  friends  in  a  quiet 
way  to  “  Come  and  cut  their  Roman  with  him  at  four  exactly.” 
On  great  occasions,  the  head  dish  was  a  boiled  Centurion  with  caper 
sauce — or  a  roasted  standard-bearer  with  horse-radish.  The  Prince 
was  also  fond  of  Irish  stew,  which  he  cooked  by  stewing  Irishmen — 
and  there  was  a  recipe,  in  the  family  for  Scotch  broths,  beginning 
with  “First  catch  your  Scotchman.” 

The  Prince  looked  at  his  bleeding  finger,  and  then  at  the  mashed 
oyster.  It  was  clearly  a  case  for  putting  his  usual  tactics  after  vic- 
ory  into  practice.  “  Eat  your  enemies,”  said  the  still  small  vice  in 
is  bosom.  He  made  a  wry  face  for  a  moment.  “I  wish  it  was  a 
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slice  of  the  standard-bearer  of  the  Fifth  Legion,”  he  said,  and  then 
catching  up  the — as  he  deemed — unsavoury  morsel — at  one  gulp 
swallowed  it. 


He  swallowed  it.  What’s  the  matter  with  the  man.  There  he 
stood,  all  his  features  one  grin  of  delight,  rubbing  the  place  where 
the  oyster  went  to  with  his  hands.  He  tried  to  speak,  but  could 
not  for  some  time — because  his  lips  would  keep  on  smacking.  At 
length  he  found  words.  “  Its  better  than  a  slice  of  the  standard- 
bearer  of  the  Fifth  Legion.”  Then  a  bright  thought  appeared  to 
steal  over  his  features,  and,  giving  a  loud  yell  of  triumph,  he 
plunged  into  the  wood. 

In  an  hour  he  returned  to  the  sea-heach,  half-leading,  half-drag¬ 
ging  the  reluctant  maid,  of  whose  obduracy  of  heart  he  had  been 
soliloquising  when  the  marvellous  shell-fish  opened  its  jaws  before 
him.  The  lady  was  dressed  in  a  magnificent  costume  of  blue,  red, 
and  yellow  paint.  Good  luck  and  diligent  investigation  soon 
brought  to  light  another  oyster,  and  the  pair  sat  quietly  down  to 
wait  until  it  chose  to  open.  It  was  a  dreary  business  ;  but  the  l&dy 
was  somewhat  of  a  gourmand,  and  the  Prince  tickled  her  palate  by 
such  teeth-watering  accounts  of  the  new  delicacy,  that  she  deter- 


r  * 


234 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


mined,  come  what  might,  to  see  the  adventure  and  the  oyster  out. 
And  so  she  did.  After  watching  patiently  two  days  and  three 
nights,  the  oyster  opened  his  door  to  the  rising  tide  ;  the  Prince 
thrust  in  another  finger.  The  shell  closed.  He  mashed  it  and  the 
nail  in  a  twinkling,  and|  the  lady  swallowed  the  occupant. 
The  effect  was  magical — she  flung  her  arms  round  the  Prince,  con¬ 
fessed  her  love  for  him  and  oysters,  and,  adjourning  to  the  nearest 
Druidic  circle,  they  were  married  out  of  hand  :  after  which  they 
settled  on  ihe  shore,  and  passed  the  remainder  of  their  days  in 
search  of  the  valued  shell-fish — watching  for  an  opening  therein, 
mashing  their  fingers,  and  swallowing  the  dearly  bought  fruits  of 
their  patience.  The  lapse  of  time,  however,  saw  the  invention  of 
the  oyster-knife.  The  happy  pair  taught  their  children  how  to  use 
it.  Oyster  eating  was  long  a  secret  in  the  family  ;  and,  though  ages 
rolled  on,  and  the  use  of  the  shell-fish  gradually  became  general, 
the  descendants  of  the  Lady  and  the  Prince,  never  went  out  of  the 
track — and  their  remote  posterity  to  this  day  keep  an  oyster  shed  in 
Hoxton  New  Town. 


THE  FREE  LIST  SUSPENDED,  UNTIL  FURTHER  NOTICE. 


New  Work. — Observing  an  advertisement  in  the  papers  of  a 
new  book  called  “  Omoo,  by  the  author  of  Typee,”  we  beg  to  say 
that  we  are  preparing  a  companion  to  it,  under  the  title  of  “  Oh 
Dear!”  by  the  author  of  “  My  Eye.” 
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OH  !  MIS  I  AM  A  FRISKY  KING. 

AS  SUNG  BY  IIIS  MAJESTY  OF  BAVARIA,  WITH  THE  GREATEST 

APPLAUSE,  AT  MUNICH. 

Air — Oh!  ’tis  I  am  a  Gipsy  King. 

Oh  !  tis  I  am  a  frisky  King 
And  where  is  the  King  like  me  ? 

Into  trouble  myself  I  shall  bring, 

For  I  am  so  easy  and  free. 

My  kingdom’s  affairs  are  unstable  ; 

My  subjects  suspect  I  am  queer  ; 

Lola  Montez  I’d  wed  were  I  able, 

As  it  is,  she’s  my  sweetheart  so  dear. 

For  I  am  the  Frisky  King,  ha  !  ha  ! 

For  I  am  the  Frisky  King. 

A  King,  and  a  rum  one  am  I, 

No  Jesuit  nor  Minister  fear  ; 

Their  counsels,  I  think  all  my  eye, 

And  give  them  a  flea  in  their  ear. 

No  conspiracy  I  apprehend, 

To  Lola  I’ve  given  the  rule, 

She  helps  me  to  gain  and  to  spend, 

And  in  fact,  she  has  got  quite  the  pull. 

For  I  am  the  Frisky  King,  ha  !  ha  ! 

For  I  am  the  Frisky  King. 

I  confess  that  I  am  but  a  man, 

My  failings,  who  pleases,  may  know  ; 

I’m  fond  of  my  girl,  and  I  can. 

If  she  likes,  let  her  kick  up  a  row. 
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My  subjects  are  kind  unto  me, 

They  don’t  mind  my  being  an  ass  ; 

Nor  yet  that  I  hold  on  my  knee, 

At  this  moment,  the  prettiest  lass. 

Eor  I  am  the  Frisky  King,  ha !  ha 
For  I  am  the  Frisky  King. 


THE  ALPHABET  OF  THE  MONTH. 

A  was  Prince  Albert  for  Cambridge  elected, 

B  was  a  Beale  who  made  Lumley  dejected. 

C  was  O’Connell  who’d  rent  from  each  hovel, 

D  was  Disraeli  who  wrote  a  good  novel. 

E  was  the  Ether  that  took  away  pain, 

F  was  the  Fast-day  that  gave  it  again. 

G  was  Gardoni  of  tenors  the  first, 

H  was  Friend  Howitt,  of  quakers  the  worst. 

I  stands  up  for  Ireland,  which  none  will  do  soon, 
J  for  the  J okes  in  the  Man  in  the  Moon. 

K  was  a  King,  for  a  danseuse  who  pined, 

L  was  fair  Lola  who  govern’d  his  mind. 

M  Mondemolin — by  Christine  outdone, 

N  was  a  Nelephant  hired  by  Bunn. 

O  was  Omoo ,  as  much  read  as  Typee , 

P  was  the  Public  who  ask’d  who  is  he? 

Q  was  The  Queen — our  most  constant  subscriber, 
K.  stands  for  Koebuck,  of  peppery  fibre. 

S  Soyer’s  soup,  the  poor  people  to  feed, 

T  stands  for  “  Thea,”  a  ballet  indeed. 

U  was  the  Union,  repealed  that  must  be, 

V  stands  for  Venus,  come  out  of  the  sea. 

W  is  Wellington,  in  statu  quo, 

X  to  begin,  has  no  word  that  we  know. 

Y  are  the  Yarns  that  the  M.P.’s  all  spin;  and 
Z  are  the  Zanies  who  don’t  take  us  in. 
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A  CARD. 

The  Man  in  the  Moon  begs  to  call  the  attention  of  Surrey' 
Managers  and  Gentlemen  connected  with  the  Minor  Drama  in 
general,  to  a  choice  assortment  of  Melodramatic  titles,  which  he 
purposes  disposing  of,  without  the  least  reserve,  immeasureably  below 
cost  price,  and  at  a  superhuman  sacrifice. 

These  titles  were  the  property  of  a  distinguished  melodramatist 
and  adapter,  and  they  are  now  sold  in  consequence  of  the  owner 
having  abandoned  the  “  blue  fire”  for  the  “  virtuous  indignation 
and  social  progress”  line  of  literary  business. 

The  property  has  been  divided  into  lots  for  the  convenience  of 
intending  purchasers. 

LOT  L 

Strongly  recommended  for  benefit  nights  and  after-piece  use. 

1.  The  Demon  Negro  of  the  Haunted  Gorge;  or,  The  Planter  of 
Parimaribo. 

2.  The  Shroud — the  Coffin — and  the  Pall ;  or,  The  Grave — the  - 
Mattock — and  the  Worm. 

3.  The  Brigand  of  Battersea;  or,  The  Coalheaver’s  Curse. 

4.  The  Phantom  of  the  Dated  Field ;  or,  The  Diseased  Potato,- 

LOT  II. 

The  following  will  be  found  screamers  for  the  Domestic  Drama. 
One  trial  will  prove  the  fact. 

1.  Tempted  Oft — Triumphant  Ever  ;  or,  Eva,  the  Flower  of  the 
Scullery. 

2.  The  Landlord  and  the  Lodger;  or  The  Pent-Fiend’s  Victim. 

3.  The  Cloven  Foot  m  the  Glazed  Boot;  or,  The  Orphan  of  the 
Two  Pair  Back. 

4.  The  Thrice  Doomed  Duplicate  ;  or,  The  Injured  Operative. 

5.  The  Mysterious  Coal  Shed  ;  or,  The  Journeyman  of  Hoxton 
New  Town. 
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GRAND  HIT  AT  THE  SURREY. — BRITISH  SEAMEN  TRIUMPHANT. 


LOT  III. 

The  following  are  warranted  to  carry  any  Melodrama  through  a 
run  of  forty  nights  at  least.  Should  they  be  found  inadequate,  the 
purchase  money  will  be  returned  to  anybody  who  can  get  it. 

1.  The  Fiery  Fiend  of  the  Flaring  Furnace;  or,  The  Boiling  Pitch 
and  the  Bed  Hot  Pitchfork. 

2.  The  Winged  Warlock  of  the  Waste  ;  or,  The  Ghost  of  the 
Murderer’s  Gallons. 
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3.  The  Phantom  Frigate  of  the  Waves ;  or,  The  Pirate  of  Peru. 

4.  The  Blood  Drinker  of  the  Haunted  Garret;  or.  The  Cream  of 
Crime. 

5.  The  Shovel  of  Despair;  or,  The  Murder  of  the  Coal  Barge. 

6.  The  Haunted  Hangman;  or,  The  Cord — the  Ladder — and  the 
Drop. 


Startling  Novelty. — Anything  by  way  of  a  Change. — The 
Olympic  bills  recently  announced  a  performance  for  the  Benefit  of 

the  Lessee.  - - 

Operatic  Intelligence. — In  consequence  of  the  success  of 
“  Thea”  at  Lumley’s,  Beale  intends  to  produce  “  Cafe”  early  in  the 

season.  - 

We  understand  that  the  King  of  Bavaria  has  ordered  a  statue,  or 
rather,  a  statuette,  of  Lola  Montez,  to  be  placed  in  the  Valhalla.  If 
the  celebrated  Spanish  danseuse  had  remained  in  London,  she  would 
still  have  found  a  niche  in  the  Valhalla — in  Leicester-square. 

Mathematical  Dinners. — The  Morning  Post  last  month  had 
the  following  paragraph : — “  Rear-Admiral  Dundas  received  a 
circle  at  dinner  on  Wednesday  evening,  at  his  official  residence  in 
the  Admiralty.”  The  next  time  the  gallant  Admiral  gives  a  dinner 
we  recommend  him  to  receive  a  square;  say,  for  instance,  Grosve- 
nor-square.  By  way  of  variety  he  might  occasionally  invite 
Kennington  Oval,  if  not  too  far  off. 

Minute  Investigation. — A  clever  practical  philosopher  has 
discovered,  by  the  help  of  the  oxy-hydrogen  microscope,  the  atomic 
particle  of  beef  contained  in  two  gallons  of  M.  Soyer’s  soup.  Ever 
since  making  this  wonderful  discovery,  he  has  been  asking  all  his 
friends,  in  the  words  of  the  old  song,  “Saw-ye  my  wee  thing  ?\ 
We  understand  that  the  Poor-Law  Commissioners  purpose  present¬ 
ing  M.  Soyer  with  a  free  admission  to  all  the  Unions  in  England. 
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JOHN  CHINAMAN  IN  ENGLAND. 

EJOICED  are  we  to  learn,  from  newspaper 
authority,  that  a  real  bona  fide  Chinese  Junk  is  at 
this  moment  on  her  passage  from  Hong  Kong  to 
England.  She  is  manned  by  a  crew  of  John  China¬ 
men,  who,  of  course,  intend  to  astonish  the  popula¬ 
tion  of  John  Bulls.  We  wish  all  success  to  this 
effort  to  form  a  grand  junk-tion  line  between  Eng¬ 
land  and  the  Celestial  Empire  ;  but,  must  express 
our  hopes  that  the  promoters  do  not  intend  to  navi¬ 
gate  their  craft  by  Chinese  ideas  of  geography,  which 
might  lead  some  fine  morning,  to  their  mistaking  Cape  Horn  for  the 
North  Foreland,  and  pronouncing  a  collection  of  Fugean  Huts  to 
be  Margate.  Two  junks  have  already  set  out  to  make  the  passage, 
and,  in  one  sense,  their  efforts  have  been  crowned  with  success  ;  for, 
in  attempting  to  solve  the  mystery  of  the  ocean,  they  both  got  com¬ 
pletely  to  the  bottom  of  it.  This  catastrophe  occurred  off  the  Cape 
of  Good  Hope,  and  it  is  supposed  that  the  crew  of  the  craft — 
making  the  present  effort— will — as  they  near  the  fatal  spot — strike 
up  a  mournful  requiem  for  their  countrymen,  thus  raising  a  species 
of  small  Cape  whine. 

Supposing,  however,  the  junk  arrived  in  the  Downs — the  scene 
between  the  Captain  and  the  Deal  Pilot  who  goes  on  board  will,  no 
doubt,  be  extremely  rich,  and,  probably,  somewhat  as  follows  : — 

Boatman. — “Pleasant  weather,  Captain.  Want  a  River  Pilot?  ” 

Chinese  Captain. — “  Ching — ring — hokey — pokey — wang  ti  !” 

Boatman. — “  Just  say  that  ere  agin.” 

Captain. — “Wang  po — dang  po — nang  po — hang  po  '?” 

Boatman. — “Well — I’m  blessed  I* 

Captain. — “  Turn — ti — fum — fum — ti  ! — fum — twang—  a-rang- 
tang  !” 
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Here  the  conference  would  probably  come  to  an  abrupt  conclu¬ 
sion,  in  consequence  of  poor  John  Chinaman  being  no  more  ablo 
to  make  himself  intelligible  than  a  writer  of  high  art  operas. 

The  junk,  however,  will  probably  find  her  way  up  the  river — to 
the  immeasurable  delight  of  voyagers  by  the  Margate  and  Graves¬ 
end  boats.  We  shall,  however,  be  most  sadly  disappointed — and 
all  our  most  fondly  cherished  notions  of  China  and  its  people,  be 
smashed  at  a  blow — if  the  first  time  the  crew  land  they  do  not 
proceed  dancing  on  each  leg  alternately  up  the  Strand,  attired  in 
flaring  robes  made  out  of  bed  curtains-— their  tails  hanging  down 
to  their  heels — the  fore  fingers  of  each  hand  jerked  up  and  down  by 
each  one  like  a  couple  of  moveable  horns — and  singing  in  chorus, 
to  a  popular  air,  the  following  national  Chinese  hymn. 

Ching-a-ring-a-ching-ching-erinkum-crankum, 

Tang-a  rang-a  rang-tang — jingo, 

Chop-a  chop-a  chop-stick-birds-nest — wankum, 

Joss-a  joss-a  joss-house— wingOv 

Amongst  the  curiosities  which  our  friends  in  the  junk  propose  to 
beat  us  with,  is  a  company  of  actors  from  the  Celestial  Empire — 
probably  the  troupe  of  a  Canton  Olympic— making  a  last  desperate 
struggle,  after  the  management  of  a  Chinese  George  Bolton.  We 
have  no  doubt  but  we  shall  be  keenly  alive  to  the  delicacies  of 
Chinese  metaphor,  and  the  subtle  shades  of  Celestial  physoerlogical 
portraiture — which  will  be  thus  presented  to  us.  At  all  events,  we 
intend  to  bring  the  lid  of  a  tea-chest  with  us  for  a  play -bill,  while, 
instead  of  ices  or  jellies,  we  propose  regaling  the  ladies  of  our 
party  during  the  entr'acte  with  pickled  birds-nests  and  smoked 
shark-fins. 


Terrific  Combat. — The  two  Operas,  we  expect,  will  somewhat 
resemble  the  Kilkenny  cats,  in  their  approaching  struggle.  They 
will  fight  so  furiously  that,  at  last,  nothing  will  remain  of  them 
but  their  free  lists — in  the  pit. 
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HOMES  AND  HAUNTS  OF  THE  BRITISH 


POETS. 

(SECOND  SERIES,  NOT  PUBLISHED  BY  MR.  BENTLEY.) 


MOSES. 


TT?ST  and  foremost,  our  readers  must  not 
nk  this  is  about  to  be  a  surreptitious  puff, 
j  believe  in  the  nastiness  of  cheap  things, 
1  do  not  imagine  we  should  be  converted 
in  our  faith  by  a  trial  of  the  Moses’  cos- 
tie.  With  Moses  the  tradesman  our  busi- 
s  is  not  :  but  with  Moses  the  inspired — 
Tennyson  of  tailors  —  the  Monckton 
Ines  of  the  Minories  —  the  Patmore  of 


puffers — the  Babington  Macaulay  of  bad  manufactures. 

The  works  of  Moses  have  been  widely  distributed.  Before  they 
reach  the  hands  of  the  reader  they  usually  come  to  his  feet,  being 
propelled,  as  it  were  from  the  clouds,  in  a  fashion,  (as  mysterious  as 
those  of  the  clothes  that  he  puffs)  through  the  back  windows  of  rail¬ 
way  omnibuses.  He  is  one  of  a  class  of  writers  who  find  favour  in 
the  eyes  of  the  editors  of  shilling  magazines  ;  that  is  to  say,  he 
writes  with  an  evident  purpose— that  of  persuading  people  raw 
from  the  country,  to  patronize  his  wares  and  subsequent  tears. 

Though  magnificent  to  the  eye  the  home  of  Moses  is,  we  fear,  in 
domestic  comforts,  lamentably  deficient.  It  is  fearfully  isolated  : 
he  makes  a  boast  that  he  has  no  connection  with  any  other  house  in 
or  out  of  London :  and  if  any  one  ventures  to  claim  any  connection 
with  his  establishment,  he  repels  them  with  a  charge  of  untrades¬ 
manlike  falsehood.  He  has  no  hearth— awful  announcement  !  His 
family  circle  must  assemble  round  the  cheerless  steam  pipes,  or  the 
dingy  fire-concealing  stoves  of  Arnott,  which  are  not  joyful. 

The  most  frequent  haunts  of  Moses  are  in  the  minds  of  the 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


243 


Gents,  which  he  fills  with  visions  of  “  Super  dress  coats”  “  Fashion’s 
Favourite  Vests  ,”  and  “  Waterproof  Pashas” — mysterious  nomen¬ 
clatures  of  indefinable  grandeur  !  dim  foreshadowings  of  evanescent 
finery  !  He  is,  however,  not  always  to  be  charged  with  deception, 
but  sometimes  displays  a  noble  candour ;  as  in  the  following  lines, 
which  we  quote  from  the  last  edition  of  his  works — a  presentation 
copy  of  which  was  sent  to  us  last  week,  on  leaving  the  Nine  Elms 
Terminus : — 


These  beautiful  Waistcoats  are  samples  of  taste, 
And  resemble  the  rainbow  in  colour ; 

They  look  most  remarkably  well  on  the  waist, 

And  the  rain-drops  can  scarce  make  them  duller. 


We  should  say  not. 

To  Moses  may  be  applied,  above  all  other  poets,  the  Latin  quota¬ 
tion  : 

Poeta  nascitur,  non  fit. 


How  it  Disgusts  One. — Eriend  Howitt  is  quarrelling  with 
Mr.  Saunders  about  the  affairs  of  “The  People’s  Journal: ”  con¬ 
cerning  which  no  soul  beyond  his  immediate  partisans  and  friends 
(if  he  has  any)  can  care  one  straw.  The  manner  in  which  he  is 
conducting  his  pen  and  ink  squabble,  is,  however,  most  disreputable; 
and  he  would  have  done  well  to  have  studied  Napoleon’s  maxim, 
11  faut  laver  son  linge  sale  en  famille,  Mr.  Howitt  desecrates  the 
Scriptures  by  placing  as  a  motto  to  his  most  offensive  reply,  “  A 
certain  man  went  down  to  J ericho  and  fell  among  thieves.”  If  any 
one  had  known  that  Mr.  Howitt’s  wish  was  to  go  to  Jericho,  we  are 
sure  that  he  would  not  have  been  stopped  on  his  way.  Were  we 
not  certain  that  Mr.  Saunders  would  not  have  the  bad  taste  to 
follow  the  example  of  his  blasphemous  antagonist  we  might  recom¬ 
mend  that  he  should  take  as  a  counter  motto,  “  Now  Barabbas  was 
a  robber.” 
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THE  OPERA. 

A  LEAF  FROM  OUR  LITTLE  RED  NOTE-BOOK. 


Mind  this,  oh  Lumley,  Gardoni  is  at  present  your  great  card— your 
sure  card  in  the  operatic  department.  Don’t  let  yourself  be  hum¬ 
bugged  into  the  notion  that  Fraschini  is  the  greater  man  of  the  two. 
Not  a  bit  of  it.  There  is  plenty  of  fire  about  Fraschini,  and  when 
he  gets  his  steam  up,  he  can  come  down  upon  his  audience  with 
good  rattling  effect.  But  that  voice  forced  out— -out — out — is  the  re¬ 
verse  of  a  thing  of  joy  to  those  who  hear  it. 

The  auditors  of  Fraschini  are  divided  into  two  classes  :  those  who 
feel  no  pleasure  in  hearing  him,  but  see  merit,  and  those  who  feel  no 
pleasure  in  hearing  him,  and  see  no  merit.  Those  who  dp  feel 
pleasure,  are  a  class  yet  undeveloped.  Will  they  ever  be  so  ? 
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But  Gardooi  is  a  clear  case  of  “  no  mistake.”  Everybody  likes 
Gordoni — voice  sweet  as  an  opera  article  in  the  Post,  manner  tender 
as  a  literary  critique  in  the  New  Monthly — the  whole  thing  good, 
like  the  Man  in  the  Moon.  Such  a  handsome  looking  fellow  too, 
and  that’s  no  small  point.  So  mind,  Gardoni,  when  you  get  back 
to  Italy,  recollect  we  gave  you  a  lift,  and  tell  your  compatriots  that 
there’s  a  remarkably  neat  little  book  called  “L’uomo  nella  Luna,” 
which  combines  the  wit  of  Congreve,  with  the  iron  impartiality  of — 
of — of  the  Musical  World. 

Coletti,  a  good  engagement — baritone ,  with  good  voice  and  good 
style — probably  not  a  better  baritone  in  the  world.  Mind  too — he 
comes  plus  Superchi.  Strong  company  as  far  as  male  vocalists 
are  concerned,  and  dear,  amiable,  unaffected  Castellan,  whom 
detractors  like  so  civilly  to  depreciate,  but  who  is,  neverthelesss, 
a  capital  singer,  and  a  grand  addition  to  i  he  feminines. 


Splendid  ballet,  that  of  “Thea,” — changes  us  a  little  in  our  cho- 
regraphic  politics— eh?  We  thought  Rosati  only  came  into  the 
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London  world  to  be  cut  out  by  funny  little  Taglioni — but  no  such 
thing.  Rosati  is  in  the  top  of  the  tree — does  wonders,  and  asto¬ 
nishes  stalls.  The  town  is  new  with  Rosati,  and  even  if  some  of  the 
veterans  come  over,  they  will  find  a  difficulty  in  shaking  her  from 
her  strong  position.  What  fine  last  scenes,  too,  those  are  with 
which  they  now  wind  up  the  ballet  at  the  Opera-house.  Faith,  say 
what  you  will,  there  is  a  world  of  spirit  about  Lumley. 


WOOLWICH  ACADEMY  EXAMINATION. 

Q.  What  is  a  howitzer? 

A.  Howitt  Sir?  Not  a  great  gun. 

KNOWLEDGE  FOR  THE  NAVY. 

( From  our  own  Admiralty.') 

Q.  How  would  you  make  a  ship  snug  in  a  gale  of  wind? 

A.  Clap  the  keel  athwart  ships;  clap  the  beams  alongships;  coil 
the  main  yard  down  to  the  binnacle;  and  heave  the  lee  side  of  the 
forecastle  overboard. 


An  Old  Saw  New  Set. — Truth  is  not  to  be  told  at  all.  Times. 


Gazette  Appointment. — General  Blowout,  of  the  25th,  to 
supply  the  vacancy  caused  by  General  Fast,  superseded. 

Worthy  of  Attention. — At  an  Inquest  held  the  other  day  in 
Somers  Town,  the  deceased  was  proved  to  have  been  addicted  to 
excessive  use  of  the  Literary  Gazette.  He  committed  a  most  deter¬ 
mined  act  of  suicide.  The  verdict  of  a  highly  respectable  and 
intelligent  Jury  was,  “  Just  what  might  have  been  expected,”  add¬ 
ing  that,  were  it  not  that  the  sum  would  far  surpass  the  value  of  the 
offending  property,  they  would  levy  a  deodand  of  half- a-  crown  on 
the  fatal  journal. 


.MR.  crindle’s  struggles  to  get  out 

OF  THE  WATER-BUTT  AT  LENGTH 
HAVE  THE  DESIRED  EFFECT  ; 


AND  THEN  ALARMS  ALL  THE 
HOUSE  BY  KNOCKING  THEM  UP. 


AS  WELL  AS  MISS  N1PKINS,  ON 
THE  TWO-PAIR-BACK  ; 


AND  ESICIALLY  FRIGHTENING  THE  MYSTERIOUS 
ON  THE  SECOND  FLOOR. 


AND  SLEEPS  BEYOND  HIS  TIME,  UNTIL 
HIS  SHAVING-WATER  GETS  COLD. 


LODGER 


ON  GETTING  UP,  AT  LAST,  HIS  VISION 
IS  STILL  DISORDERED  ; 


AND  HE  IS  ALARMED  AT  HIS  APPEARANCE 
IN  THE  GLASS,  IN  WHICH  STATE  WE 
LEAVE  HIM  TILL  THE  1ST  OF  JUNE. 
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ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


“  Qucestor Rain  water  is  proverbially  soft ,  though  sometimes  it  rains  hard 
We  do  not  consider  that  when  “  Pugnacious'’  asked  a  stranger  whether  there 
was  any  good  pronouncing  dictionary,  and  was  answered  “  Walker ,”  he 
had  any  right  to  think  himself  insulted. 

“  Freshwater”  wants  to  know  how  he  should  learn  to  be  a  pilot.  Let  him 
write  notices  of  the  two  Italian  Operas ,  and  thereby  secure  boxes  tor  both 
throughout  the  season.  If  he  can  manage  this,  his  talent  at  steering  will 
be  most  unquestionable. 

u  Liberal”  asks  if  we  want  orders  to  see  the  Anatomical  Yenus  in  Oxford- 
street.  No.  W 2  return  the  same  answer  to  “  Flush,”  ivho  offers  us  tickets 
to  see  the  Cosmorama  at  the  Magic  Cave  in  the  Strand. 

Our  friend  who  writes  from  Edinburgh  has  our  best  thanks.  The  matter 
shall  be  attended  to. 

Has  our  friend  who  sent  us  the  notion  of  the  Custom  House  alterations 
another  copy  ? 


When  Charles  Maurice  started  his  Courier  des  Theatres,  at  Paris,  he 
fought  every  body  who  considered  themselves  aggrieved  by  his  remarks.  As 
we  do  not  intend  to  mince  matters  any  way,  when  we  see  need  for  castigation , 
we  beg  to  observe  that  we  have  settled  a  fighting  editor  at  Boulogne,  and  that 
any  one  wishing  for  satisfaction  from  us,  will  be  allowed  his  expenses  thereto 
via  Folkestone,  with  the  understanding  that  it  is  for  the  express  purpose  of  a 
duel,  that  he  goes  in  a  second  class  carriage,  and  that  he  does  not  take  a  re¬ 
turn  ticket  until  he  sees  he  can  come  bach. 

We  had  this  month  prepared  two  extraordinary  jokes  to  extinguish  utterly 
two  important  public  personages ;  but  have  been  perfectly  unable  to  get  any 
compositor  to  set  them  up,  all  of  them  having  been  thrown  into  convulsions  at 
the  very  first  word.  We  are  looking  out  for  a  few  slow  coaches,  whose  ap¬ 
preciation  of  fun  will  be  less  acute,  to  undertake  the  task. 


To  the  Editor  of  the  “  Man  in  the  Moon.” 

Sir , — I  have  read  the  very  amusing  and  probable  enquiry  into  the  circum¬ 
stances  attending  the  first  eating  of  an  oyster  by  man ;  but  could  any  of 
your  contributors  furnish  me  with  an  authentic  history  of  the  man  who  ate 
the  first  “ pickled  whilk,”  as  1  believe  it  is  called — a  singularly  nasty  univalve 
sold  at  street  stalls.  For,  it  appears  to  me,  that  such  an  individual  is  entitled 
to  a  place  in  the  chronicles  of  history  even  more  than  the  first  oyster  eater,  as 
a  strong  minded  hero  and  benefactor  to  his  species. 

Yours  obediently , 

Anti-JDando. 
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WHAT  SUFFOLK  STREET  OUGHT  TO  BE. 

IT  seems  perfectly  clear  that  the 
artists  of  Suffolk  Street  can  do  no¬ 
thing  towards  increasing  the  dulce 
of  human  existence,  we  suggest  that 
they  confine  themselves  to  the  utile, 
which  will  open  for  them  a  large 
sphere  of  activity.  Many  a  man 
who  goes  on  constantly  failing  in 
the  historical  might  attain  consider¬ 
able  success  if  he  would  apply  him¬ 
self  to  those  tableaux  de  genre,  which 
inform  us  where  milk  is  sold,  and 
where  our  mother’s  mangle  actually 
exists.  It  is  surprising  to  us,  that 
_  _  _  none  of  the  artists  have  struck  into 

this  path  already,  when  the  style  of  so  many  of  them  is  exactly 

for  these  instructive  works— and  no  others. 

The  Catalogue  of  the  gallery  in  its  improved  state  would  read 
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2.  “  AN  ENGLISH  INTERIOR.” 


3.  “  BASS-RELIEF,  REPRESENTING  A  FLASK  OF  MODERN  NECTAR.” 
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5.  “  WOOD  CARVING  WITH  DRAPERY  :  NATIVE  OF  THE  GUINEA 

COAST.” 


6.  “FAMILY  GROUP  :  REMINISCENCES  OF  MY  UNCLE.” 

Who  would  not  rather  see  sound  practical  creations  like  the  above, 
than  futile  repetitions  of  the  “First  Trial  by  Jury,”  or,  something 
about  “  Lady  Jane  Grey  ?”  If  the  artists  would  also  cultivate  the 
signs  of  inns,  and  those  peculiar  metallic  bas-reliefs  which  are 
nailed  by  the  Insurance  offices  againt  the  domiciles  of  the  insured, 
the  field  for  exertion  would  be  boundless  indeed. 
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A  LYRIC  FROM  THE  BRITISH  FISHERIES. 

STOOD  at  Brighton,  on  the  beach, 

(At  Brighton  where  they  brought  up  Toots) 
The  shingle  was  beneath  my  feet, 

And  some  of  it  was  in  my  boots. 

Old  boats  were  there  stuck  up  on  end, 
Machines  for  bathing,  too,  were  near. 

The  packet  for  Dieppe  was  scratching 
Her  sides  against  the  famed  Chain  Pier. 


I  stood  and  thought  I’d  have  a  carriage— 
For  many  on  the  Steyne  were  seen — 
Drawn  by  donkeys,  goats,  and  horses, 
And  trot  away  to  Rottingdeane; 

When  up  there  came  a  British  seaman, 

Very  stubbly  on  the  chin, 

Says  he — “  Your  honour,  go  a  fishing. 

This  here’s  the  time  to  pull  ’em  in.” 

“  Happy  thought,”  thinks  L  “I’ll  do  it, 

Catch  no  end  of  cods  and  crabs, 

Eels  and  whitings,  soles  and  flounders — 

Called  by  vulgar  people,  ‘  dabs’  ” - 

“  You’ll  have  spurt,  Sir — never  fear,  Sir, 

No  one  never  knowed  it  fail 
When  the  breeze  hangs  off,  here,  n’orard, 

Blow  it — one  might  kitch  a  whale.” 

So  we  started.  In  the  stern  sheets 
Of  the  trim-built  skiff  I  sat ; 

It  was  called  the  “  Royal  Albert  ” — 

Name  of  boat  as  well  as  hat. 
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Lots  of  prog  was  stowed  on  board. 

Such  prog  as  one  can  eat,  sans  dishes, 
"With  periwinkles,  a  la  hooks, 

Adapted  to  the  tastes  of  fishes. 

So  at  least  we  deemed — and  flung 
Overboard  the  tempting  bait, 

Threw  a  kedge  into  the  ocean, 

And  for  bites  began  to  wait — 

Began  to  wait — a  long  begkming — 

’Twixt  the  bottom  and  the  top, 

Not  a  fish  would  give  its  custom 
To  our  periwinkle  shop. 

The  ocean  stirr’d,  as  in  the  fidgets, 

And  tossed  and  rolled  our  skiff  so  tight ; 
We  bobbed  and  baited,  bobbed  and  baited, 
Not  a  bite — no — not  a  bite  ! 

The  lazy  swell  kept  rolling  shorewards, 

The  surf  broke  on  the  shore  so  white, 

We  bobbed  and  baited,  bobbed  and  baited — 
Not  a  shadow  of  a  bite! 

The  Brighton  clocks  they  chimed  eleven, 
The  packet  steamed  with  all  its  might, 

We  bobbed  and  baited,  bobbed  and  baited. 
Not  a  bite — no — not  a  bite  ! 

The  ocean  still  kept  on  its  fidgets, 

The  Dieppe  boat  was  out  of  sight, 

Still  we  bobbed,  and  still  we  baited — 

Not  a  bite — no — not  a  bite  ! 

The  Brighton  clocks  they  all  chimed  seven, 
The  setting  sun  withdrew  its  light, 
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And  still  our  kedge  was  in  the  ocean, 
And  still  our  hooks  without  a  bite. 

“  Confound  the  fish,”  I  shouted  wildly, 

“  We  must  cut  it  for  the  night.” 

“  Belay  there,”  said  the  British  seaman, 

“  Your  honour’s  got — a  charming  bite.” 

And  so  I  had — I  felt  it  tugging 
In  the  ocean  depths  so  dark  ; 

Perhaps  a  whale,  perhaps  a  whiting, 
Perhaps  a  shrimp,  perhaps  a  shark. 

“  Haul  away,  sir,”  said  the  sailor, 

“  And  the  fish  stand  by  to  nah  ” — 

I  did  so,  ’twas  a  wriggling  flounder, 

By  the  vulgar  called  a  “  dab.” 

Sullenly  I  said,  “  Row  shoreward  !  ” 
Sullen  leaped  upon  that  shore, 

Smilingly  my  British  seaman 

Said,  “  Your  honour,  one  pun’  four.” 
One  pound,  sterling  ;  four  bob,  ditto  ! 

“  As  certainly  as  A  B’s  ab,” 

I  murmured,  looking  at  my  flounder, 

“  You’re  a  most  expensive  dab  !” 

Then  turning  to  my  friend  the  sailor, 

On  the  shingle-covered  beach, 

Hitching  up  his  tarry  trowsers, 

I  spoke  this  wisdom-laden  speech — 

“  Fools  are  they  who  on  the  ocean 
Go  to  fish  for  whales  or  sprats  ; 

Wise  are  they,  on  terra  firma, 

Who  go  out  to  fish  for  flats  !” 
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THE  NEW  HOUSE  THAT  JACK  BUILT. 


This  is  the  House  that  Barry  built. 


This  is  the  Stuff  that  was  talked  in  the  House  that  Barry  built. 


These  are  the  Peers  that  uttered  the  Stutf  that  was  talked  in  the 
House  that  Barry  built. 


This  is  the  Brougham  that  worried  the  Peers  that  uttered  the 
Stuff  that  was  talked  in  the  House  that  Barry  built. 
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This  is  the  Times  that  reported  of  Brougham  that  worried  the 
Peers  that  uttered  the  Stuff  that  was  talked  in  the  House  that  Barry 
built. 


This  is  the  Lord  so  angry  and  sore  that  complained  of  the  Times 
that  reported  of  Brougham  that  worried  the  Peers  that  uttered  the 
Stuff  that  was  talked  in  the  House  that  Barry  built. 


This  is  the  Lord  that  thought  it  a  bore  to  list  to  the  Lord  so 
angry  and  sore  that  complained  of  the  Times  that  reported  of 
Brougham  that  worried  the  Peers  that  utiered  the  Stuff  that  was 
alked  in  the  House  that  Barry  built. 
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This  is  the  Chancellor  full  of  Law  lore  that  woke  up  the  Lord 
that  thought  it  a  bore  to  list  to  the  Lord  so  angry  and  sore  that 
complained  of  the  Times  that  reported  of  Brougham  that  worried 
the  Peers  that  uttered  the  Stuff  that  was  talked  in  the  House  that 
Barry  built. 


The  House  then  rose,  and  this  is  the  door  that  let  out  the  Chan¬ 
cellor  full  of  Law  lore  that  woke  up  the  Lord  that  thought  it  a  bore 
to  list  to  the  Lord  so  angry  and  sore  that  complained  of  the  Times 
that  reported  of  Brougham  that  worried  the  Peers  that  uttered  the 
Stuff  that  was  talked  in  the  House  that  Barry  built. 


“  TTf.au,  Hear  !” — In  consequence  of  the  new  House  of  Lords 
being,  with  the  most  charitable  intentions  towards  its  occupants,  so 
constructed  that  the  Peers  can  hardly  hear  each  other  speak,  it  is  ia 
contemplation  to  let  out  ear-trumpets  near  the  entrance,  in  the  same 
way  that  opera-glasses  are  supplied  near  the  theatres.  This  might 
be  considered  a  tax  upon  the  noble  Lords,  but  we  are  sure  the  tax 
of  paying  for  them  will  be  less  felt  than  that  of  being  enabled  to 
hear  the  graater  part  of  their  own  debates. 
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BY  EXTRAORDINARY  EXPRESS. 

LATEST  FROM  PARIS. 

(By  the  French  Correspondent  of  the  “  Times.”) 

1  am  enabled,  through  sources  which  you  may  guess  at,  but  which 
in  the  present  state  of  the  French  Cabinet  it  would  not  become  me 
to  do  more  than  barely  allude  to,  to  inform  you  that  an  event  which 
will  be  European  in  its  effects  is  on  the  tapis.  This  your  readers  may 
rely  on.  At  this  moment,  it  so  happens,  the  highest  personage  of 
the  realm,  and  your  Correspondent,  are  the  only  men  in  France  in 
possession  ol  the  information  in  question.  I  dispatch  this  intima¬ 
tion  of  it  by  special  courier.  The  event  I  allude  to  has  only  been 
settled  in  the  Tuiliries,  three-and-twenty  minutes  since.  Not  a 
whisper  has  yet  been  heard  upon  the  Bourse,  and  the  funds  remain 
unaffected.  You  will,  of  course,  judge,  from  the  sources  of  informa¬ 
tion  at  your  exclusive  command,  whether  the  matter  should  be 
sdlraded  to,  or  more  clearly  developed  in  your  own  leading  articles. 
I  have  done  my  part  in  apprising  your  readers  of  what  they  may 
shortly  expect. 

In  connection  with  this  subject,  I  may  mention  that  telegraphic 
communications  have  been  unremittingly  kept  up  for  the  last  two 
iays  with  Madrid.  Nineteen  Government  Couriers  have  left  Paris 
m  the  course  of  the  forenoon,  with  dispatches  for  St.  Petersburgh, 
Vienna,  Berlin,  and  the  Cabinet  of  St.  James.  Still  this  Capital 
feanains  undisturbed,  and  no  fluctuation  in  the  charges  has  taken 
place-  at  any  of  the  Restaurateurs  a  prix  fixe. 

Yon  will,  nevertheless,  be  able  to  judge  from  what  I  have  said  of 
She  state  of  the  political  horizon.  I  may  add,  in  order  to  prevent 
all  misconception,  that  M.  Guizot  was  summoned  by  an  express 
message  to  Versailles  at  two  o’clock  yesterday.  He  must  either 
have  gone  to  further  the  intrigue  in  question,  or  to  lunch.  You  will 
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of  course,  draw  your  own  conclusions.  The  Thiers  party  are,  as 
might  be  expected,  from  the  circumstances  which  I  have  detailed, 
on  the  qui  vive.  At  a  reunion  given  last  night,  by  the  Comtesae 
du  Chateau  Rouge,  at  which  the  leading  men  of  the  Gauche  wees 
present,  M.  Thiers  used  a  rather  remarkable  expression,  in  reply  6® 
the  question  of  his  spirituelle  Hostess,  “  ne  pensez  vous  pas  quid  yes, 
quelque  chose  dans  le  vent ,” — “  don’t  you  think  there  is  something  im 
the  wind  ?”  The  celebrated  historian  and  politician  is  stated  to 
have  replied — and  I  beg  your  attention  to  the  tournure  of  ths 
phrase — “  Mais  Madame  la  Comtesseje  n’en  sais  rien.” 

I  vouch  for  the  accuracy  of  this  curious,  and,  at  the  preset 
uncture,  most  peculiarly  worded  reply.  It  is  not,  I  believe,  a 
breach  of  confidence  to  add  that  I  had  the  anecdote  from  the  mas 
who  sways  the  sceptre  of  France.  Your  own  acuteness  will  point 
out  the  illustrious  individual  to  whom  I  refer. 

P.S.  It  is  as  I  anticipated.  Every  word  of  the  above  has  beeas 
confirmed.  A  courier  from  St.  Petersburg  has  just  arrived  at  dse 
hotel  of  the  Foreign  Minister.  I  am  distinctly  enabled  to  stale 
that  I  have  seen  the  despatches  of  which  he  was  the  bearer.  Thfgr 
fully  bear  out  the  information  which  I  have  given  you,  and  winds 
you  may  depend  upon  your  readers  having  exclusively.  I  need  say 
no  more  at  presnt. 

Second  P.S.  I  reopen  my  despatch  to  apprise  you — and  I  doit 
with  the  most  perfect  confidence — that  time  will  show  whether  I  aum 
right  or  wrong  in  the  above. 

Third  P.S.  I  again  reopen  my  despatch  to  request  your  reates 
to  judge  for  themselves — from  the  exclusive  information  which  they 
will  find  in  your  columns — whether  the  views  I  have  so  often  ex- 
pressed  on  the  Turco-Syriac  and  Spanish  marriages  questions,  be 
not  now  fully  borne  out  and  amply  justified. 


Bolton’s  Seasons. — We  expect,  after  so  many,  to  see  the  last 
season  of  the  Olympic  Theatre  arrive — the  seize  on  the  goods. 
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A  SERIOUS  CHARGE. 

IS  running  Punch  too  hard  to  be 
pleasant.  Of  this  there  is  little  doubt : 
as  enquiry  at  any  railway,  library,  or 
periodical  shop  will  satisfy  the  most 
sceptical. 

As  such,  we  do  not  wish  to  bully 
Punch  by  bringing  the  present  charge 
against  him,  now  that  he  is  going 
down  hill ;  but  merely  to  warn  him. 
Punch  has  not  been  over  scrupulous 
in  stealing  all  sorts  of  notions  of  late. 
We  pointed  out  the  “Regenerator” 
joke  last  month,  used  by  Punch  a 
month  after  we  had  put  it  in  the 
Man  in  the  Moon.  In  our  third 
number  we  had  some  “  Sporting  In¬ 
telligence,”  in  which  Lord  Brougham  was  backed  to  do  all  sorts  of 
things  :  a  week  or  two  after,  the  same  idea  was  worked  out  in 
Punch.  In  the  “  Tracts  for  the  Trains,”  published  in  the  Illustrated 
News,  we  mentioned  a  use  to  which  the  Nassau  Balloon  might  be 
applied  in  raising  the  Wellington  Statue  :  we  subsequently  saw  the 
same  notion  in  Punch.  In  the  same  series  was  an  initial  letter  T — 
of  a  man  with  a  Joinville  on  :  some  weeks  after,  a  man  with  a 
Joinville  formed  an  initial  letter  T,  in  Punch.  And,  last  week, 
Punch  had  a  cut  of  the  Courier  of  St.  Petersburg  riding  two  steam- 
engines  :  when,  nearly  a  year  ago,  we  introduced  the  notion  into 
the  “Tracts  for  the  Trains  whence  it  was  copied  into  the  French 

pictorial  paper,  L’ Illustration,  and  afterwards  into  one  of  the  illus¬ 
trated  almanacks. 

Why,  Punch — you,  who  are  always  the  first  to  cry  out  about 
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picking  and  stealing — what  are  you  about  ?  For  goodness’  sake, 
turn  over  a  new  leaf,  or  we  shall  have  you  so  reduced  in  circum¬ 
stances  as  to  be  found  haunting  our  office,  begging  bits  of  super¬ 
fluous  manuscript,  and  crying  — 


“ANY  jo’,  jo’  ;  ANY  OLD  Jo’  ?  ” 


Why  is  walking  about  with  no  clothes  on,  like  knocking  a  man 
down? 

Because  it’s  a  summery  mode  of  proceeding. 

We  understand  that  Mr.  Edwin  Landseer  is  painting  a  magnifi¬ 
cent  picture  of  the  present  supporters  of  the  British  drama,  from 
sketches  taken  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre. 

Lord  John  Manners. — This  respectable,  middle-aged  specimen 
of  the  middle  ages,  is  about  to  retire  from  parliamentary  life.  All 
manner  of  rumours  are  afloat  as  to  his  Lordship’s  reasons  for  this 
step.  We  are  enabled,  however,  most  positively  to  contradict  the 
absurd  story  that  he  has  accepted  the  situation  of  Hermit  at  Vaux- 
hall,  for  the  ensuing  season.  A  more  likely  account  is,  that  he 
intends  to  found  a  monastery  of  the  order  of  La  Trappe  in  the 
Exeter  Arcade. 


THE  IRON  DUKE,  DETERMINED  TO  BE  LAUGHED  AT  NO  LONGER, 
TAKES  AN  OPPORTUNITY  OF  GETTING  DOWN  BEFORE  THE 
SCAFFOLDING  IS  GONE. 
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THE  LITEEARIUM. 

ERHAPS  our  readers  may  have 
noticed  the  prospectus  of  an  in¬ 
stitution  called  the  Literarium, 
intended  to  supply,  en  masse,  all 
the  literary  wants  of  the  day.  Its 
office  is,  we  believe,  open  some¬ 
where  in  the  Strand,  and  an  au¬ 
thor  who  wants  a  plot,  a  poet  who 
wants  a  rhyme,  an  actor  wrho 
wants  a  part,  a  servant  who  wants 
a  character,  a  preacher  who  wants 
a  sermon,  or  a  maiden  who  wants 
a  love-letter,  has  only  to  apply 
— pry  according  to  a  scale — and 
find  his  or  her  need  supplied  by 
one  of  a  numerous  batch  of  litte¬ 
rateurs  who  are  kept  up  at  all  hours  to  attend  to  customers.  The 
only  complaint  we  have  to  make  against  the  spirited  projectors  of 
the  Institution  is,  that,  with  a  commendable  but  unusual  modesty, 
they  have  omitted  to  name  the  brilliant  writers  whose  services  they 
have  engaged.  This  omission  we  would  take  the  liberty  of  sup¬ 
plying,  by  giving  the  aid  of  our  enormous  circulation  to  the  fol¬ 
lowing  more  Detailed  Prospectus. 

Sermon  Department. — This  is  confided  to  the  care  of  the 
Her.  Robert  Montgomery,  of  Percy  Chapel.  The  most  effective 
discourses  may  be  relied  upon.  Quotations  warranted,  from 
“Satan,”  “ Luther,”  and  other  standard  works.  A  liberal  deduc¬ 
tion  immediately  made  in  case  any  plagiarisms  be  detected  from 
Chalmers  or  Melvill.  N.B.  Dissenters  to  ring  the  bottom  bell 
and  ask  for  the  Rev.  Dr.  Harris,  author  of  “Mammon,”  “Gammon,” 
&  c. 
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Theatrical  Department. — Pending  arrangements,  which  it  is 
hoped  will  be  made  with  the  Dramatic  Author’s  Society,  one  of 
whose  members  will  attend  in  weekly  rotation  (without  extra 
charge  for  the  use  of  the  dictionary),  Mr.  George  Bolton  will  take 
measure  of  any  actor  who  may  wish  to  be  fitted. 

Poetical  Department. — Messrs.  Noses  and  Son  have,  in  the 
most  liberal  manner,  allowed  Mr.  Charles  Sloman  to  promise  his 
valuable  aid.  It  is  sincerely  hoped  that  any  poem  not  approved  of 
may  be  returned,  as  it  can  always  be  made  useful  as  improvisation , 
and  the  good  opinion  of  a  purchaser  is  of  farjnore  value  than  an 
epic  or  any  such  trifle. 

Novel  Department. — The  gentleman  who  has  so  long  ad¬ 
vertised  in  the  Times  that  he  will  write  any  person  a  book  of  so 
original  and  brilliant  a  character  as  at  once  to  ensure  fame  and 
wealth  to  such  person — but,  wonderful  to  relate,  has  had  the  self- 
denial  to  abstain  from  procuring  those  advantages  for  himself — will 
conduct  this  portion  of  the  business.  N.B.  Ladies  waited  on  by 
Mrs.  Gore.  In  order  to  convince  the  public  of  the  honest  spirit  in 
which  the  establishment  will  be  managed,  it  is  only  necessary  to  add 
No  Connexion  with  Lord  William  Lennox. 

Love  Department. — Mr.  Sheridan  Knowles,  who  is  generally 
supposed  to  know  more  of  that  portion  of  love  which  consists  in 
unlimited  talk,  than  any  other  author,  will  compose  love  epistles  of 
extra  superfine  character,  aided  by  the  accomplished  Miss  Smith, 
whose  love  letters,  to  and  from  Lord  Ferrers,  have  so  recently  ob¬ 
tained  for  her  the  utmost  notoriety.  The  strictest  morality  will  be 
insisted  on,  and  no  married  person  or  editor  of  a  newspaper  (from 
the  King  of  Bavaria  upwards)  need  apply. 


Found. — The  body  of  Harold  by  every  artist  in  the  United  King 
dom. 
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Air. — “  Buffalo  Girls” — Mr.  Lumley. 

S  I  was  thinking  whom  t’engage. 

Whom  t’engage,  whom  t’engage. 

Miss  Jenny  Lind  became  the  rage. 

So  she  I  thought  would  do. 

chorus. 

So  Jenny  Lind  won’t  you  come  out  at 
mine, 

Out  at  mine,  out  at  mine, 

So  Jenny  Lind  won’t  you  come  out  at 
mine, 

And  leave  poet  Bunn  in  the  lurch. 

I  asked  her  would  she  sing  for  me, 

Sing  for  me,  sing  for  me  ? 

She  said  she  would,  had  she  been  free, 

But  Bunn  had  asked  her  first. 

But  Jenny  Lind,  &c. 

I  asked  he  *  would  she  break  her  word, 

Break  her  word,  break  her  word  ? 

She  talked  of  actions,  and  demurred, 

Till  I  agreed  to  pay. 

So  Jenny  Lind,  &c. 

I  only  fear  Bunn  won’t  be  quiet, 

Won’t  be  quiet,  won’t  be  quiet, 

He’ll  kick  up  such  a  deuced  riot, 

At  losing  Jenny  Lind. 

But  Jenny  Lind  you  must  come  ouf,  See. 

R  2 
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LITERARY  INTELLIGENCE. 

Mr.  Disraeli  has  proved  such  a  stanch  advocate  of  the  talents 
and  excellencies  of  the  Jewish  (or  old  clothes)  Nation,  in  his  last 
new  book  called  “  Tancred,”  that  Messrs.  Moses  and  Son,  of  the 
Minories,  have,  we  understand,  offered  to  discharge  their  present 
Poet  Laureate,  and  give  the  Honourable  Member  his  own  terms  to 
write  books  for  them,  in  the  style  of  “  The  Temple  of  Eashion,” 
“Costume  Castle,”  “The  Parthenon  of  Trade,”  &c.,  for  which 
situation  his  beautifully  flowery  mode  of  writing  seems  to  render 
him  peculiarly  adapted. 

MORE  NOVELTY. 

Very  great  has  been  the  success  attending  the  production  of 
the  “Desert,”  at  Drury  Lane  ;  so  great,  indeed,  that  we  hear  the 
Manager  of  the  Olympic  Theatre  is  entering  into  negotiations 
with  the  Jerusalem  pony  proprietors  of  Hampstead,  for  the  en¬ 
gagement  of  the  whole  of  their  magnificent  stud  ;  and,  as  this  ar¬ 
rangement  would,  of  course,  only  be  for  the  evening,  it  would  in 
no  way  interfere  with  their  daily  avocations.  The  piece  in  which 
these  new  aspirants  to  dramatic  fame  will  make  their  first  kick  to  an 
audience  is  to  be  called  “  The  Heath  ;  or,  the  Driver’sDaugh- 
2er,”  and  the  scenery  will  include  some  spirited  views  of 
Haverstock-hill,  Jack  Straw’s  Castle,  the  Spaniards,  and  other  well 
known  spots  in  the  vicinity.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  trainers  of 
these  animals  will  be  able  successfully  to  combat  the  characteristic 
obstinacy  of  donkies,  so  as  to  avoid  the  awkward  situation  of  having 
them  all  on  the  stage  without  being  able  to  get  them  off  again,  or 
of  a  stray  ass  backing  into  the  footlights,  or  through  the  scene,  or 
down  a  trap  ;  any  of  which  disasters  would  materially  impede  the 
action  of  the  piece,  and  affect  its  ultimate  success.  The  number  of 
asses  expected  to  be  present,  is,  we  hear,  very  large. 
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HIGH  ART  HOSPITAL. 


URELY  London  is  a  charitable  city. 
London  is  full  of  hospitals.  For  almost 
every  infirmity  there  is  an  infirmary. 
If  you  have  anything  in  your  eye,  you 
can  go  to  the  Ophthalmi  J  those  ail* 
ments  which,  like  beauty,  anc  only  skin- 
deep,  are  treated  in  Bridge*  street, 
Blackfriars  ;  people  with  club-feet,  if 
not  cured,  can  have  their  clubs  made 
reform  ones,  at  the  Orthopedic  Insti¬ 
tution  ;  out  patients  are  everywhere 
treated  in  an  out-and-out  good  style  • 
while  lor  scarlet  and  typhus,  there  is  the  establishment  at  Battle 
Bridge  ;  and  for  «  Life’s  fitful  fever  ’’—warranted  an  immediate 
cure — there  is  the  Eastern  Counties  Railway. 

One  great  philanthropic  institution  was,  however,  wanting— a 
High  Art  Hospital ;  and,  being  himself  guiltless  of  all  sin  in  that 
way,  the  Man  in  the  Moon  recently  undertook  to  fling— that  is, 


to  lay — the  first  or  foundation  stone. 

The  High  Art  morbus  is  a  subtle  influence,  affecting  brain, 
tongue,  and  fingers.  It  frequently,  however,  settles  exclusively  on 
the  two  latter  portions  of  the  human  frame — in  consequence  of  the 
entire  absence  of  the  former  in  the  subjects  attacked  by  it.  Ger« 
many  is  stated  to  have  originated  the  malady  the  mental  haziness 
produced  by  infinite  pipes  and  eternal  beer,  having,  probably,  been 
favourable  to  its  development.  It  has  now,  however,  spread,  like 
the  cholera,  from  country  to  country— sparing  neither  age  nor  sex, 
invading  alike  the  book,  the  picture  gallery,  and  the  stage  ;  fusing 
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men — as  the  plica  polonica  does  hairs — into  morbid  masses,  called 
in  the  jargon  of  the  pest,  “  Syncretic  Societies” — producing  in  the 
painter’s  studio,  huge  wooden-jointed  lumps  of  naked  flesh— termed 
by  the  manufacturers,  “  Studies  from  the  Antique,”  or  galleries  of 
flat  scratchings,  like  men  and  women  cunningly  formed  out  of  geome¬ 
trical  figures,  the  concoction  of  which  is  the  highest  flight  of  glorious 
German  Art.  It  floods  the  stage,  again,  with  mediaeval  Kings  and 
Queens,  spouting  the  blankest  of  verse,  and  putting  the  littlest  of 
thoughts  into  the  biggest  of  words  ;  and  swamps  for  ever  the 
powers  of  music  to  please,  by  proclaiming  it  to  be  the  first  law  of 
the  science  of  sweet  sounds,  that  nothing  that  is  intelligible  is  good; 
and  that  the  more  drearily  and  confusedly  heavy  is  an  opera,  the 
more  glorious  and  sublime  are  its  inspirations. 

The  extent  to  which  the  High  Art  malady  rages,  then,  acting 
upon  the  huge  bump  of  benevolence  possessed  by  the  Man  in  the 
Moon,  determined  that  illustrious  personage  to  attempt  to  check 
its  ravages.  Requisitions,  signed  by  respectable  people  in  the 
habit  of  paying  at  the  doors  of  Fine  Art  Exhibitions,  and  the  pit  of 
Drury  Lane  Theatre,  poured  in  upon  him.  One  of  those  affecting  do¬ 
cuments — after  reciting  that  the  only  consolation  of  the  writer  was 
that  High  Art  operas  never  lived  more  than  three  weeks  or  so — 
stated,  that  after  having  undergone  first  the  “  Bondman,”  which  he 
found  to  be  awful  slavery — and  then  “  Matilda  of  Hungary” — 
during  which  he  was  only  kept  awake  by  the  anguish  of  his 
feelings — upon  proceeding  to  read  the  criticisms  in  the  next  morn¬ 
ing  papers,  discovered  that,  if  possible,  they  were  more  utterly  unin¬ 
telligible  than  the  operas  themselves,  and  that  the  critics  were  just 
as  stupid  lunatics  as  the  composers.  Under  these  circumstances, 
and  believing  that  High  Art  had  done  it  all,  our  correspondent 
forwarded  us  a  handsome  donation  to  be  applied  towards  the 
erection  of  a  High  Art  Hospital. 

We  have  much  satisfaction  in  stating  that  the  building  is  pro¬ 
gressing  rapidly.  It  will  be  divided  into  four  wards — the  Literary, 
the  Artistic,  the  Dramatic,  and  the  Musical  Wards.  The  discipline 
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will  be  severe,  and  enforced  with  the  utmost  strictness.  The  musi¬ 
cal  patients  will  be  obliged  to  listen  to  one  of  Macfarren’s  or 
Spohr’s  operas  every  second  day — a  remedy  which  will  assuredly 
either  kill  or  cure.  Confirmed  dramatic  cases  will  be  subjected  to 
the  run  of  a  syncretic  play,  which  is  expected  to  salivate  them  at 
the  least.  Artistic  lunatics  will  be  required  to  gaze  at  pictures  by 
Dyce,  or  Haydon,  for  a  certain  number  of  hours  a  day,  the  house 
surgeon  to  regulate  the  extent  of  the  discipline — while  Literary 
High  Art  sufferers  will  be  dosed  by  a  decoction  of  Bulwer’s  matter 
dished  up  in  Carlyle’s  style. 

Subscriptions  for  the  High  Art  Hospital,  or,  indeed,  for  any  other 
scheme,  will  be  received  by  the  Max  in  the  Moon,  who  will  appro¬ 
priate  the  same  to  the  best  of  all  possible  purposes — namely,  his 
own. 


Bearding  the  Douglas  in  his  “Hold.” — Mr.  Frederick 
Douglas,  the  anti-slavery  advocate,  has  been  dreadfully  abused  in 
the  hold  of  the  vessel  in  which  he  made  his  passage  to  his  native 
land,  where  he  was  about  to  play  the  principal  character  in  Home’s 
“  Douglas.” 


THE  PAIL  OF  WHITE-WASH. 

They  may  talk  of  elixirs  to  lengthen  our  days. 
And  revivers  to  freshen  our  coats, 

Of  potions  and  pills  on  which  all  people  thrive, 
Who  keep  chucking  them  into  their  throats. 

But  of  all  the  inventions  to  keep  us  alive, 

Or  to  make  us  in  life  cut  a  dash, 

Throw  physic  and  flummery  all  to  the  dogs, 

And  give  me  a  pail  of  white-wash. 


968 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


I’d  got  neither  prospects,  nor  credit  nor  friends, 

And  the  devil  a  sou  in  the  till; 

I  was  out  at  the  elbows  and  out  at  the  toes, 

And  my  hopes  of  a  dinner  were  nil. 

So  I  thought  I  might  saunter  to  Waterloo-bridge, 

And  drearily  settle  my  hash, 

When  a  notion  just  struck  me — instead  of  the  Thames, 
To  try  the  effects  of  white- wash. 
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A  brush  and  a  sprinkle  !  It  polished  me  off, 

A  new  man  from  the  hat  to  the  boots, 

It  left  in  my  pocket  the  gingling  of  gold, 

In  my  mouth  the  most  prime  of  cheroots. 

So  sublimely  I  strutted  from  Portugal-street, 

As  gay  and  as  prim  as  Beau  Nash, 

With  my  glass  in  my  eye  and  my  tongue  in  my  cheek. 
And  my  sorrows  all  drowned  in  white-wash. 
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Then  a  rousing  hurrah,  boys,  a  hip  hip  hurrah  ! 

(I  think  I  have  reason  to  say  so), 

Eor  a  philtre  so  potent,  as  really  to  work 
Metamorphoses  worthy  of  Naso. 

Be  pillars  and  trophies,  and  monuments  reared. 
The  best  we  can  buy  for  hard  cash, 

And  deeply,  oh  deeply,  in  marble  be  carv’d, 

The  letters  which  make  up — whitewash  ! 


Good  News. — The  Beporters  say  they  can’t  hear  two  conse¬ 
cutive  words  in  the  New  House  of  Lords.  The  Man  in  the 
Moon  decrees  a  public  thanksgiving.  Barry  is  a  better  fellow  than 
he  took  him  for. 
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BROTHER  JONATHAN  ON  THE  DUEL. 

E  have  found  in  the  New  York 
Herald,  of  Eebruary  the  17th, 
an  advertisement  which  deserves 
the  attention  of  all  lovers  of 
their  species.  We  do  not,  per¬ 
haps,  “  go”  very  violently  for 
the  popular  cause,  but  we  are 
decidedly  for  progression  j  and 
we  are,  therefore,  glad  to  see  a 
proof  that  the  age  is  advancing  in  civilisation  and  humanity. 

The  advertisement  sets  forth  that  “  the  most  striking  work  of  the 
day  has  just  been  published.”  This  is  a  “  Manual  of  Duelling,” 
which  has  been  “  prepared  with  great  care”  by  a  veteran  professor. 
After  dilating  upon  the  melancholy  uncertainty  of  the  law  of 
honour,  and  the  difficulty  which  inexperienced  people  feel  in 
quarrelling  and  fighting,  the  writer  proceeds,  in  the  happiest  style, 
to  explain,  that,  by  consulting  his  Manual,  and  acting  in  conformity 
with  its  injunctions,  any  gentleman  may  shoot,  or  any  gentleman  be 
shot,  in  so  proper  and  regular  a  manner  that  no  legal  interference  can 
possibly  take  place.  “  But,”  he  adds,  “  while  laying  down  rules  for 
prosecuting  affairs  of  honour,  the  writer  has  given  ample  advice  as 
to  the  solicitation  of  arbitration  ” 

Anxious  to  obtain  information  upon  all  subjects,  we  enquired  at 
Messrs.  Wiley  and  Putnam’s  excellent  repository,  whether  this  de¬ 
lightful  handbook  of  the  pistol  had  arrived  in  England.  We  found 
that  it  had  not  yet  gladdened  our  shores.  But  the  kindness  of  a 
friend  in  New  York  has  furnished  us  with  a  summary  of  the  prin¬ 
cipal  rules  the  Manualist  has  laid  down  ;  and  we  think  the  work 
may  fairly  be  regarded  as  a  key  to  American  duelling.  We  must 
please  and  instruct  our  readers  with  an  extract  : 
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I.  If  any  gentleman  in  Congress  calls  another  gentleman  a  liar, 
the  latter  ought  n:>t  to  pull  out  a  pistol  and  blaze  away  at  the 
other,  according  to  the  present  inconvenient  course,  hut  to  wait  for 
his  vengeance  until  the  insulter  comes  out  of  the  house. 

II.  No  gentleman  is  justified  in  drawing  his  bowie  knife  in 
church,  except  in  very  aggravated  cases. 

III.  When  a  duel  is  fought  with  rifles,  it  is  against  all  rule  to  skulk 
behind  trees,  like  wild  Indians,  instead  of  boldly  standing  forward 
like  Christians. 

IV.  Although  a  slave-owner  and  an  abolitionist  are  upon  a  par 
in  the  eye  of  the  law,  yet  as,  in  practice,  the  former  has  every  ad¬ 
vantage,  from  the  partiality  of  judges  and  juries,  popular  sympathy 
and  the  like,  the  slave-owner  ought  never  to  declare  himself  in¬ 
sulted,  and  bellow  for  blood,  until  the  abolitionist  has  spoken  to  him, 
or  at  least  looked  at  him,  in  a  hostile  manner. 

V.  No  duel  ought,  in  strictness,  to  take  place  between  parties,  one 
of  whom  is  under  twenty,  and  the  other  over  seventy,  except  in  the 
case  of  father  and  son,  uncle  and  nephew,  or  other  unavoidable 
casualty. 

VI.  When  a  duel  with  knives  is  about  to  take  place  between  a 
very  weak  old  man  and  a  vigorous  young  one,  the  suspicion  of  the 
latter’s  second  should  be  aroused,  lest  the  other’s  blade  be  poisoned. 
He  may  insist  upon  the  substitution  of  another  weapon,  or  upon 
delaying  the  duel  until  the  state  of  the  suspected  knife  shall  have 
been  tested  upon  a  dog,  or  a  slave. 

VII.  In  quarrels  with  Britishers  or  Frenchmen,  a  prudent  Ame¬ 
rican  will  endeavour,  if  possible,  to  be  the  challenged  party,  as  the 
advantage  of  choosing  weapons  must  be  evident.  Skill  with  the 
sword  and  pistol  is  common  in  England  and  France,  but  few  persons 
from  the  Old  World  are  accustomed  to  the  use  of  the  rifle  or  knife. 
It  is  easy  to  be  so  offensive  in  language  as  to  compel  a  challenge,  and 
then  the  American  has  it  all  his  own  way.  But  this  rule  is  too  com¬ 
monly  observed  to  need  reiteration. 

VHI.  Although  we  advise  arbitration,  when  it  can  be  resorted  to 
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fcither  disputants  nor  arbitrators  should  forget  that  they  stand  upon 
te  same  footing,  and  that  a  disagreeable  decision  may  always  be 
sisted  by  challenging  the  arbitrator.  Care  will,  therefore,  be  taken 
accepting  a  dangerous  office. 

IX.  It  would  save  much  loss  of  time,  if  every  one  would  re¬ 
ember  that  man  is  a  high  minded  and  independent  being,  who 
mild  scorn  to  retract  a  syllable  he  has  once  spoken,  whether  in  the 
toxication  of  anger  or  of  liquid,  or  under  the  clouds  of  prejudice 
■  of  tobacco.  Fate  makes  mistakes,  but  does  she  retract,  and  shall 
an  be  wiser  than  Fate  ?  All  seconds  should  bear  this  in  mind, 
jfore  trying  to  compromise  the  “  honour”  of  their  principals  by 
explanations”  and  “understandings.” 

X.  The  Sixth  Commandment  was  well  enough  for  a  Theocracy, 
tit  is  useless  in  a  free  and  enlightened  Republic. 


Why  is  the  Morning  Post  so  invaluable  to  Her  Majesty’s  Theatre? 

Because  it’s  the  organ  of  the  opera,  and  blows  everybody’s  trumpets. 

“Haul  up  the  Peter  to  the  Fore.” — Sir  Peter  Laurie  has 
een  complaining  dreadfully  of  the  spread  of  education.  Educa- 
ion  certainly  did  a  very  bad  thing  when  it  enabled  Sir  Peter  to  be- 
ome  an  Alderman,  and  thus  made  him  an  object  of  ridicule.  He 
alks  about  the  age  of  Humbug— will  he  favour  us  with  the  registry 
>f  his>wn  birth  ? 
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BULLOCKS  AND  BLOCKHEADS. 

HE  Man  in  the  Moon  protests 
against  the  continuance  of  the  Smith- 
field  nuisance  for  the  following  good 
and  sufficient  reasons  : — 

Firstly.  Because  —  living  in  the 
19th  Century — he  does  not  wear 
either  chain  or  plate  mail,  and,  con¬ 
sequently,  has  an  objection  to  the 
sharp  horns  of  over* driven  bullocks. 
Secondly.  Because  he  prefers  walk¬ 
ing  into  houses  through  the  doors,  to  being  tossed  in  by  the  second- 
floor  windows. 

Thirdly.  Because  he  does  not  see  why  bullocks,  who  seldom  pay 
for  anything  in  the  haberdashery  or  grocery  lines,  should  be  en¬ 
couraged  to  make  forcible  entrances  into  the  establishments  of 
traders  in  either  way  of  business. 

Fourthly.  Because  the  animals,  on  their  way  to  or  from  Smith- 
field,  have  never  yet  tossed  an  Alderman,  which  clearly  proves  that 
they  have  no  notion  of  turning  to  proper  account  the  freedom  of 
the  City,  conferred  on  them  every  market  day. 

Fifthly.  Because  —  although  the  protestor  likes  to  set-to  at 
mutton  with  the  gravy  in — he  objects  to  tumbling  over  it  with 
the  wool  on. 

Sixthly.  Because — although  it  may  be  proper  to  have  a  stock 
exchange  in  the  centre  of  the  City — he  don’t  see  the  necessity  for  a 
live  stock  exchange  there. 

Seventhly.  Because  he  thinks  that  there  is  sufficient  mud  in  Lon¬ 
don  already,  to  do  away  with  the  necessity  of  droves  of  cattle  put¬ 
ting  themselves  to  any  trouble  in  encreasing  it. 
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Eighthly.  Because  there  is  quite  enough  of  noise  in  the  choruses 
at  Exeter  Hall,  upon  the  performance  of  an  Oratorio,  to  enable 
London  to  dispense  with  other  bellowing  for  a  month  at  least. 

Ninthly.  Because,  if  the  cattle  intended  for  the  London  market 
be  brought  alive  into  the  centre  of  the  metropolis,  he  does  not  see 
why  the  fish,  coming  to  the  same  destination,  ought  not  to  be  ac¬ 
commodated  with  a  tank  in  St.  Paul’s  Churchyard.  And — 

Tenthly.  Because  he  has  bet  half-a-crown,  that  Smithfield  Mar¬ 
ket  will  be  abolished  within  a  couple  of  years.  And  he  intends  to 
use  every  endeavour  to  win  the  money  and  the  wager. 


SPORTING  INTELLIGENCE. 


GOING  TO  TIIE  MEAT. 


The  Dt78tman  Interest. — Lord  Morpeth’s  bill  for  putting  down 
typhus,  and  and  carting  off  dirt,  is  meeting  with  the  violent  oppo¬ 
sition  of  the  City  Corporation  and  the  Marylebone  vestry.  We 
propose  that  the  friends  and  opponents  of  this  measure  be  in  future 
known  as  the  “  Health  of  Towns  Party,”  and  the  “  Filth  of  Towns 
Party.” 
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JENNY  LIND’S  GARLAND  OF  POPULAR 

PARODIES. 


I.  JENNY  LIND. 
Air. — “ Woman’s  Heart” 


HE  gallant  Bunn,  whose  hopes  were  bent 
On  singers  here  untried, 

Pack’d  up  his  traps,  and  forth  he  went 
To  capture  Sweden’s  pride. 

Each  singer  erst  had  found  her  match 
By  his  engagements  pinn’d  ; 

But  there  was  one  he  could  not  catch, 
And  that  was — Jenny  Lind  ! 


But  nobly  Bunn — still  undismayed — 
Determined  not  to  flee, 

He  swore  if  she  for  Lumley  play’d, 

That  he  revenged  would  be. 

“  Oh  ne’er  it  shall  be  said,”  he  cried, 

“  In  bargain  I  have  sinn’d,” 

And  threatening  still  she  should  be  tried, 

He  frightened  Jenny  Lind. 


II.  LUMLEY. 

Air. — “  Auld  Robin  Gray” 

The  Poet  knew  me  weel,  and  he  sought  me  for  his  pride, 
But  saving  his  pen,  he  had  naething  else  beside. 
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To  make  the  deed,  a  witness,  he  got  an  Earl  to  be, 

And  two  thousand  pounds  was  the  worth  he  put  on  me. 

He  had  na  been  awa’  a  month  but  only  twa, 

When  Lumley  he  fell  sick,  for  Grisi  went  awa’. 

Alboni,  too,  ’twas  whisper’d,  with  Beale  agreed  to  be, 

And  so  the  Opera  lessee  cam’  a-courting  to  me. 

Favanti  cou’dna  sing,  and  Ellslcr  woud’na  spin, 

Balfe  toil’d  baith  day  and  night,  but  nae  novelty  could  win. 
So  Lumley,  sair  distress’d,  and  wi’  tears  in  his  e’e, 

Said  “  Jenny,  for  my  sake,  oh  will  you  sing  for  me  ?’ 

I  hadna’  been  in  town  but  days  only  four, 

But  going,  in  Covent  Garden,  from  my  box  door, 

I  saw  the  Poet’s  form,  but  I  scarcely  thought  ’twas  he, 

Until  he  said  “  Jenny,  you’ll  come  to  sing  for  me.” 

Oh,  sair  did  we  meet,  and  no  more  did  we  say, 

He  gave  but  ane  hiss,  and  then  tore  himself  away. 

I  wish  he  were  dead,  though  that  is  wrong  I  fear  ; 

Oh,  why  did  I  come,  if  I  was  not  to  appear. 

I  gang  like  a  ghaist,  for  they  do  not  hear  me  sing, 

I  dare  nae  sign  with  Lumley,  for  ’twould  not  be  the  thing  : 
But  I’ll  do  my  best,  from  both  of  them  to  flee, 

For  neither  Ancient  Concerts,  nor  aught  else  shall  list  to  me. 


Conclusive. — The  reason  why  Mendelssohn  does  not  bring  out 
the  “  Tempest,”  is,  because  he  has  no  need  of  raising  the  wind. 
We  wish  we  were  Mendelssohn. 


Barry’s  Gingerbread. — The  new  House  of  Lords  is  stated  ti. 
ave  been  designed  by  an  architect.  We  should  otherwise  have 
ronounced  it  to  be  a  freak  of  an  aspiring  gentleman  in  the  carving 
and  gilding  line. 
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THE  MARCH  OF  ELECTRICITY. 

NGLAND  will  soon  be  like  a  sheet  of  Bath 
Post  —  wire-wove  ;  intelligence  transmitted 
from  one  town  to  another,  will,  without  being 
spun  out,  be  decidedly  wire-drawn;  men  and 
women  dependent  for  information  upon  the 
telegraph  will  become  so  many  puppets,  set 
in  motion  by  means  of  wires  ;  while  the  various 
metallic  lines  themselves — seeing  that  they  whisk  information  about 
at  such  a  rate — may  well  be  denominated  wiry  whiskers. 

The  last  triumph  of  the  principle  of  the  electric  telegraph  of 
which  we  have  heard,  however,  is  a  scheme  for  the  erection  of  a 
huge  galvanic  clock,  or  time-piece,  in  the  centre  of  London,  from 
which  mains  conveying,  not  watery  but  electric  fluid,  will  run 
along  the  principal  streets — sending  out  whole  swarms  of  wires, 
each  of  which  running  into  a  private  house,  will  set  in  motion  the 
hands  on  a  dial  plate — so  that  all  the  clocks  in  London  may  fairly 
claim  the  credit  of  getting  up  a  perfectly  simultaneous  system  of 
tick.  The  consequences  of  a  thunder-storm,  however,  might  be 
awkward  in  the  extreme  ;  fancy  all  the  clocks  in  London  jumping 
in  a  moment  from  half-past  three  to  a  quarter  before  eleven — how 
many  appointments  there  would  be  dislocated,  how  many  unhappy 
cooks  thrown  into  agonies  of  uncertainty  as  to  the  dinner  hour — 
Time’s  sand-glass  in  fact  turned  upside  down.  We  have  some 
curiosity,  however,  on  another — a  fiscal — point  connected  with  the 
new  scheme  for  timing  London  by  means  of  electricity.  It  cannot 
be  done  for  nothing  ;  supposing,  then,  a  householder  to  fall  in 
arrear  with  his  clock- rates — would  one  of  the  turncocks  or  twist- 
wires,  as  they  might  be  called,  step  in  and  cut  off  his  time  ? 
There  is  something  awful  in  the  idea — to  live  in  a  state  of  isolation 
from  the  hours — to  breakfast,  dine,  and  sup,  so  to  speak,  in  the 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


279 


agonies  of  uncertainty — to  have  your  eggs  continually  boiled  too 
hard  or  too  soft — to  be  always  before  or  behind  everybody  else — 
to  live,  in  short,  an  outlaw,  without  benefit  of  hours,  minutes,  or 
seconds.  We  shall  certainly  make  an  especial  point  of  regularly 
cashing  up,  and  by  tabling  down  in  time,  keep  up  the  regularity  of 
our  time-tables. 

But  the  triumphs  of  the  wire  are  not  to  be  confined  to  dry  land 
It  is  destined,  it  appears,  to  make  a  splash  in  the  sea,  and  bring 
Dover  within  whispering  distance  of  Boulogne.  We  wonder  what 
the  fish  will  think  of  it.  Knowing  crabs  and  lobsters  will  put  it 
down  as  some  new  and  catching  device  of  the  general  enemy — man. 
We  don’t  think  that  our  friends,  the  cods,  will  have  any  particu¬ 
larly  bright  notions  upon  the  point,  while  it  is  probable  that  skates 
and  mackerel  will  be  just  as  much  in  the  dark. 

We  trust,  however,  that  the  wire  may  be  found— particularly 
when  questions  are  sent  along  it — to  answer.  Should  the  expecta¬ 
tions  of  the  projectors,  however,  be  unhappily  disappointed  by  the 
brine  corroding  the  metal,  we  would  beg,  in  our  zeal  for  science,  to 
suggest  as  a  substitute — the  employment  of  a  rope  of  electric  eels, 
tied  together  by  the  tails,  which,  when  stretched  in  a  wriggling  line 
between  the  South  Foreland  to  Cape  Grinez,  would,  no  doubt, 
answer  the  required  purpose — intelligence  naturally  sliding  easily 
along  so  slippery  a  medium  of  conveyance. 


Not  Surprising. — A  country  friend  writes  to  state  that  it  is 
quite  untrue  that  Jenny  Lind  cannot  speak  English.  He  heard 
her  in  a  London  play-house  himself,  and  it  seemed  to  be  her  mother 
tongue.  We  have  made  enquiries  and  found  that  the  lady  seen  by 
our  respected  correspondent  was  Mrs.  Keeley,  at  the  Lyceum.  We 
ree  with  him,  however,  in  pronouncing  the  Nightingale  in  ques- 
o  n  to  be  quite  a  duck. 
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SLOW  COACHES  AND  EAST  ONES. 

WELL,  the 
Lords  have  mov¬ 
ed  into  their 
new  lodgings  at 
last.  Mr.  Bar¬ 
ry  has  got  up  the 
drawing  •  room 
floor  for  his  aris¬ 
tocratic  patrons 
first  ;  and,  in  a 
few  years  or  so 
—  more  or  less 
— he  may  pos¬ 
sibly  turn  his  at¬ 
tention  to  the  se¬ 
cond-pair  back,  wherein,  we  understand,  the  Commons  are  to  be 
stowed  away.  Had  the  architect  of  the  New  Houses  of  Parlia¬ 
ment  been  employed  to  renovate  Covent  Garden,  how  far  ad¬ 
vanced  the  work  would  have  been  !  We  dare  say  that,  by  this 
time,  there  would  have  been  considerable  progress  made  in  the 
removal  of  the  centre  box  panel ;  and  two  seats  in  the  pit  might  have 
been  unscrewed  and  almost  ready  for  being  taken  out.  As  to  the 
completion  of  the  work — by  that  far-off  epoch,  we  fear  that  Grisi 
would  have  been  long  consigned  to  the  dust — which  she  can 
make  the  public  come  so  liberally  down  with  ;  while  poor  Alboni, 
in  her  shroud,  would  be  all  honey  indeed  ;  Beale,  as  the  father  of 
the  undertaking,  might  possibly  be  seen  tottering  about  the  house 
like  an  old  Parr  ;  and  Costa’s  baton — supposing  him  to  keep  the 
same  one — would  moulder  into  dust  at  the  first  crash  of  the 
overture. 
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Mr.  Albano,  however,  does  his  spiriting  not  only  gently,  but 
quickly.  He  runs  up  a  structure  of  stone  and  lime  quicker  than 
Mr.  Barry  would  rear  one  of  cards.  Who  is  to  see  the  completion 
of  the  mighty  pie-crust  Palace  in  Westminster  ?  Really,  Mr.  Barry 
should  recollect  that  human  nature  is  not  now  what  it  was  in  the 
time  of  Methusalah — a  gentleman,  by-the-by,  who  must  have  made 
a  great  hit,  to  judge  by  the  length  of  his  run.  Young  says,  that 
procrastination  commits  petty  larceny  upon  time.  We  deny  the 
charge :  the  real  culprit  is  the  architect  of  the  New  Houses — cer¬ 
tainly  Barry  is  “  the  thief  of  time.” 


Horrid  Cruelty  to  Children. — The  announcement  below 
appears  in  the  Suffolk-street  catalogue.  “  The  following  Schools 
are  invited  to  view  the  Exhibition  gratuitously  : — The  Sons  of  the 
Clergy  ;  Blue-Coat  School  ;  Royal  Military  School,  Chelsea  ;  St. 
Ann’s,  Brixton  ;  City  of  London  School ;  and  the  British  Orphan 
Asylum,  Clapham  Rise.  By  order,  Edward  Hassell,  Secretary.” 

Alarming. — There  has  been  a  great  rise  in  the  price  of  cattle 
lately.  We  understand  that  it  proceeds  from  the  enormous  demand 
for  bones  by  the  population  of  Ethiopian  Serenaders  at  present  per¬ 
forming  in  the  metropolis. 

Tough  but  True. — If  literary  picking  and  stealing  were  cog¬ 
nizable  by  police  law,  Mrs.  Howitt  might  bring  out,  as  a  sequel  to 
her  “Visit  to  Lowell,”  a  “  Trip  to  Cold  Bath  Eields.” 

Agricultural. — We  hear  that  several  thousand  Indian  labourers, 
or  Ryots,  are  about  to  be  imported  from  the  Celestial  Empire,  for 
employment  in  the  cultivation  of  the  neglected  Paddv-nelds  of 
very  “  Green  Erin.”  The  only  fault  to  be  found  with  this  grand 
scheme  is,  that  it  is  an  attempt  to  bring  coals  to  Newcastle — ryots 
to  Ireland. 
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THE  COLD  WATER  CURE. 

AVINGbeen  given  to  understand  that 
there  are  worse  speculations  in  the 
world  than  the  establishment  of  Hydro¬ 
pathic  institutions,  in  which  the  pump 
is  made  the  regenerator  of  diseased 
humanity,  and  every  ill  attendant 
upon  man — from  corns  to  consump¬ 
tion — the  hooping  cough  to  plica  po- 
lonica,  is  warranted  to  be  cured  by  soak¬ 
ing,  slushing,  and  ducking  the  unhappy 
patients  in  water — we  have  determined, 
now  that  nothing  is  to  be  done  in  rail¬ 
ways,  to  see  what  can  be  effected  in 
the  cold  water  cure  line;  and,  with  that  view,  have  resolved  upon 
the  erection  of  a  grand  aquatic  institution,  which  we  have  no  doubt 
will  beat  Malvern  and  Graffenberg  both  out  of  the  field. 

We  at  first  contemplated — now  that  the  Casino  in  the  National 
Baths  is  done  up — commencing  business  in  that  appropriate  locality — 
turning  the  dressing  boxes  into  little  bed  rooms,  and  tumbling  all  the 
patients  out  into  the  bath  every  quarter  of  an  hour  or  so.  We  have 
now,  however,  settled  upon  erecting  a  splendid  establishment,  to  be 
called  Pump  House,  in  the  vicinity  of  Yauxhall — that  being  the  most 
watery  locality — except,  perhaps,  the  bottom  of  the  sea — within  our 
knowledge.  The  building  will  be  constructed  upon  an  entirely  new 
principle — the  grand  features  being  the  fact  that  it  will  consist  of 
but  one  story,  and  be  unprovided  with  a  roof,  so  as  to  afford  the 
cold  water  system  the  best  possible  chance. 

Many  of  our  readers  will,  doubtless,  have  observed  the  system 
lately  sprung  up  of  puffing  Hydropathic  establishments — not  by 
mere  paragraphs  but  by  books.  Not  to  be  behind  hand  with  our 
neighbours,  we  have  engaged  a  few  popular  authors  whose  testi¬ 
mony  to  the  inestimable  advantages  of  being  macerated  in  co 
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water,  are  in  active  preparation,  and  will  be  probably  given  to  the 
world  in  another  number  of  this  great  organ — an  organ  in  which 
we  are  happy  to  say  there  is  no  appearance  of  a  stop — of  public 
opinion.  At  present  we  will  content  ourselves  with  an  outline  of 
the  plan  of  treatment  to  be  pursued  in  Pump  House — a  method 
which — so  truly  Christian  is  our  disposition — we  would  delight  to 
put  in  practice  even  upon  our  bitterest  enemies.. 

And  first  as  to  the  complaints  -we  profess  to  cure.  We  are  not 
quacks,  although  we  deal  in  duckings,  and,  therefore,  do  not  pre¬ 
tend  to  universal  health-restoring  powers.  Of  the  following 
diseases,  however,  we  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  we  undertake  to 
settle  the  hash — turning  out  the  patient  as  well  as  ever  he  was,  if 
not  better,  after  some  half  dozen  soakings.  We  cure,  then,  with 
expedition  and  dispatch,  Pimples,  Yellow  Fever,  Chilblains, 
Melancholia,  Typhus,  Broken  Bones,  Gout,  Hydrophobia,  In¬ 
fluenza,  Elephantiasis,  Burns,  Scalds,  and  Water  on  the  Chest, 
Bunions,  Whitlow,  and  the  Cholera,  St.  Anthony’s  Fire,  and 
Delirium  Tremens. 

The  following  is  a  sketch  of  the  manner  in  which  a  day  at  the 
Pump  House  Hydropathic  Institution  will  be  passed  by  its  happy 
inmates : — 

After  morning  ablutions,  which  will  be  administered  after  this 
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fashion,  the  patient  will  breakfast  upon  two  or  three  gallons  or  so 
of  pure  pump. 


BEFORE  BREAKFAST.  AFTER  BREAKFAST. 

A  couple  of  hours’  promenade  in  a  water-butt,  after  this  fashion, 
is  then  strongly  recommended. 


WALKING  DRESS  AT  PUMP  HOUSE. 

By  this  time  the  appetite  will  require  lunch,  which  will  consist  of 
a  choice  assortment  of  watercress°s,  washed  down  by  the  element 
which  gives  them  name.  Immediately  after  lunch,  the  patien 
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will  be  refreshed  by  the  action  of  the  well-bath— a  simple,  but  most 
stimulating  agent.  The  process  consists  merely  in  lowering  every 
patient  into  a  draw-well,  where,  after  being  immersed  to  the  neck 
in  water,  he  is  left  to  kick  and  splash  about — holding  on  by  the 
rope — till  dinner-time. 


SECTION — SHOWING  THE  WELL-BATH. 

The  dinner-bell  will  be  a  cheering  sound  ;  at  its  first  chime  the 
patients  will  hasten  to  dress,  and  be  careful  to  put  on  clean  wet 
shirts.  Dinner  will  be  composed  of  water  gruel — and  water  souchy 
on  alternate  days — with  a  dessert  of  watermelons,  and  that  delight¬ 
ful  species  of  sea-weed,  called  dilce  by  the  Irish.  After  dinner, 
the  patients  will  amuse  themselves  by  pumping  on  each  other, 
alternately,  until  tea,  which  will  be  prepared  by  filling  the  tea-pot 
with  water  exclusively. 

The  evening,  until  bed-time,  will  be  spent  by  the  patients  sitting 
on  three-legged  stools,  to  be  rained  upon — a  healthful  and  in¬ 
vigorating  position,  which  the  vicinity  of  Pump  House  to  Yauxhall 
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will  always  bring  within  the  reach  of  the  inmates  ;  while,  at  ten 
o’clock  precisely,  every  patient  will  retire  to  bed,  and  be 
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INDIAN  LETTERS. 

LTHOUGH  connected  with  litera¬ 
ture,  we  have  recently  had  the  good 
fortune  to  be  invited  to  dinner  at 
several  respectable  houses.  But,  feel¬ 
ing  ourselves  called  upon  to  make 
some  return  for  these  courtesies,  and 
having  noted  with  regret  that  cer¬ 
tain  of  our  fellow  guests,  sensible 
and  acute  men,  too,  displayed  upon 
various  subjects  of  town  gossip  a 
singular  conglomeration  of  ideas,  wre 
made  some  respectful  enquiries.  We 
found  that  these  gentlemen  were 
Anglo-Indians,  who,  after  a  long 
abode  in  the  East,  had  returned  to  England  to  spend  their  for¬ 
tunes.  Capital  fellows  they  are,  full  of  intellect  and  liberality,  but 
so  elaborately  misinformed  upon  the  chatter  of  the  day,  that  we  were 
convinced  of  the  existence  of  some  mystification  somewhere.  At 
length,  when  one  excellent  man,  after  giving  us  a  luminous  sketch 
of  native  society  in  India,  and  telling  us  more  in  five  minutes  than 
we  could  learn,  from  Mill  in  a  week,  asked  us  in  turn  whether  the 
Marchioness  of  Ailesbury  was  still  playing  at  the  Queen’s  Theatre, 
Tottenham  Court  Load,  under  the  name  of  Miss  Biffin,  we  de¬ 
manded  his  authority.  He  told  us  he  had  learned  the  fact  from 
the  London  Correspondence  of  the  Bangfuttypore  Biggaru,  a  news¬ 
paper  much  read  in  the  north  of  India.  At  our  request,  he  sent 
us  next  day  a  file  of  the  Biggaru ,  and  we  studied  the  letter  of  this 
Correspondent,  who  obviously  avails  himself  of  the  enormous  dis¬ 
tance  to  foist  his  mare’s  nests  and  nightmares  upon  an  unsuspecting 
peninsula.  We  immediately  rushed  down  to  the  Edinburgh  Castle, 
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Strand,  and  in  a  box,  with  a  “nip”  of  the  finest  ale  in  town  before 
him,  we  found  the  monster,  gravely  concocting  the  following  epis¬ 
tle  to  India.  We  indignantly  confiscated  the  letter  ;  and,  in  order  to 
shame  the  writer,  we  reprint  it,  though  we  fear  that  another  of  the 
kind  is  now  at  Cairo,  on  its  way  to  Bangfuttypore,  and  a  third  at 
Marseilles,  chasing  it. 

COPY. 

“London,  April  29,  1847. 

“  I  have  not  much  news  to  send  you  by  this  mail,  but  your  readers 
will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  there  is  every  probability  of  a  duel 
between  Lord  J ohn  Russell  and  M.  Rothschild,  on  account  of  the 
former  refusing  to  abolish  the  Jewish  disabilities.  The  difficulty  is 
that  neither  party  likes  to  be  the  challenger ;  but,  in  the  meantime, 
Lord  John  Russell  is  constantly  practising  at  a  mark  at  the  shoot¬ 
ing  gallery  in  Leicester  Square,  while  M.  Rothschild,  with  his  pro¬ 
verbial  sagacity  in  money  matters,  is  doing  the  same  at  the  gallery 
in  Holborn,  where  he  gets  eight  shots  for  sixpence. 

“  Mademoiselle  Jenny  Lind  has  arrived,  and  matters  have  been 
arranged  between  her  and  Mr.  Bunn,  by  her  consenting  to  marry 
him  at  the  termination  of  the  season,  or  as  soon  after  as  he  can 
procure  a  divorce  from  his  present  wife,  the  £2000  to  be  lodged 
with  trustees  for  the  benefit  of  the  children. 

“  Mr.  Disraeli  is  to  have  a  peerage,  on  condition  of  his  leaving 
this  country  for  ever — he  will  probably  settle  at  Jericho,  but  this  is 
uncertain  ;  his  vacated  seat  for  Shrewsbury  will  be  filled  up  by  Mr. 
Hemming,  of  the  Cafe  de  V  Europe ,  who  has  been  selected  on  ac¬ 
count  of  his  old  connexion  with  the  Wrekin. 

“  It  is  finally  arranged  that  Miss  Burdett  Coutts  is  to  marry  the 
Count  de  Montemolin,  who  will  thereby  attain  his  desire  touching 
the  Spanish. 

“  On  account  of  Dr.  Phillpott’s  perpetual  vacillation  he  is  now 
universally  called  the  Bishop  of  Exeter  Change. 

“  The  ‘  Whittington  Club,’  intended  to  train  up  the  metropolitan 
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counter-skippers  in  the  way  they  should  go  to  the  Mansion  House, 
has  been  christened  the  ‘  Mayor’s  nest.’ 

“  Mr.  Heraud,  the  poet,  recently  purchased  a  huge  pea-coat, 
which  afforded  Ernest  Jones  the  opportunity  of  saying  ‘  Ha  !  that 
is  the  celebrated  union  between  Herod  and  Pilot You  may  rely 
upon  this  as  a  fact. 

“  M.  Guizot  is  over  here,  in  disguise  ;  and,  being  anxious  to  obtain 
the  fullest  information  as  to  the  state  of  public  feeling  in  England, 
procured  an  introduction  to  the  Editor  of  the  Era ,  through  their 
mutual  friend  the  Tipton  Slasher.  M.  Guizot  admits  that  he  has 
been  put  up  to  a  thieg  or  two,  and  in  gratitude  has  offered 
the  Slasher  a  seat  in  his  bureau.  The  latter  declines  accepting  it, 
but  it  is  thought  that  Apple-Daddy  will  go  to  Paris  with  the  Mini¬ 
ster,  in  which  case  England  has  everything  to  hope  from  the 
Daddy’s  firmness  and  pluck. 

“  The  New  House  of  Lords  has  been  pronounced  unsafe,  and 
the  surveyor  of  public  works  has  refused  his  certificate,  so  that  it 
will  have  to  be  taken  down.  Lord  Brougham  exults  at  this,  as  you 
may  suppose. 

The  night  the  Queen  first  visited  the  Covent  Garden  Opera 
House,  she  received  an  anonymous  letter,  informing  her  that  Mr. 
Beale  had  laid  down  a  carpet  of  gun-cotton  in  the  royal  box ; 
and  that  if  her  Majesty  should  not  express  the  warmest  appro¬ 
bation,  join  in  every  encore,  and  remain  to  the  very  end  of  the 
performances,  King  Albert  Edward  the  First  would  be  proclaimed 
next  day.  Her  Majesty,  with  a  spirit  worthy  her  illustrious 
ancestors,  tore  the  letter  into  eleven  pieces  and  threw  it  into 
the  orchestra.  Sir  Charles  Shakerley  has  offered  one  hundred 
guineas  for  each  of  the  scraps  ;  but,  such  is  the  affection  entertained 
for  our  beloved  Queen  that  he  has  only  been  able  to  obtain  four  of 
them.  When  her  Majesty  heard  this  from  Lady  Douro,  she 
exclaimed  ” - 


But  here  we  providentially  came  to  the  re:euc,  and  saved  India. 
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AMERICAN  INTELLIGENCE. 

(By  Express.') 

General  Taylor’s  army,  at  present  employed  in  robbing  the 
Mexicans  of  Mexico,  consists,  for  the  most  part,  of  volunteers — that 
is  to  say,  of  smart  gentlemen  who  have  been  unfortunate  in  business, 
or,  in  other  words,  found  out  ;  and  who  have  thereupon  written 
G.  M. — “  Gone  to  Mexico” — upon  their  closed  doors,  and  taken  to 
arms,  after  having,  in  the  first  instance,  taken  to  another  part  of 
their  persons — their  heels.  From  the  papers  laid — or  which  ought 
to  be  laid — before  Congress,  by  Polk,  on  the  subject  of  the  Mexican 
war,  we  extract  the  following  information — warranted,  of  course — 
as  to  the  names  and  titles  of  the  Regiments  doing  business  under 
old  “  Rough  and  Ready.” 

CAVALRY. 

1st.  Regiment. — “  Heavy  Bankrupts.” 

2nd.  Regiment. — Light  Horse. — “  The  Boston  Cut-and-Runs.” 

3rd.  Regiment. — Hussars. — “  The  New  York  Fly-by-Nights.” 

4tb.  Regiment. — Lancers. — “  The  Philadelphian  Doos.” 

ARTILLERY. 

“  First  Repudiating  Brigade.” 

INFANTRY. 

1st.  Regiment. — Kentucky  Fencibles. — “  The  Wooden  Nutmegs.’’ 

2nd.  Regiment. — “  Alabama  Gouging  Invincibles.” 

3rd.  Regiment. — New  England  Loafers. — “The  Swindler’s  Own.” 

4th.  Regiment. — Connecticut  Rangers. — “The  Never  say  Pays.” 

5th.  Regiment. — Pennsylvania  Buffs. — “  The  Drab  and  Downies.” 

6th.  Regiment. — The  Misissippi  Fusiliers  :  or,  “  Touch  and 
Goes.” 

7th.  Regiment. — “  Judge  Lynch’s  Own.” 

8th.  Regiment. — The  Maryland  Light  Bobs :  or,  “  The  no  Effects.” 

9th.  Regiment. — “  The  Rob-the-Till  Regulars.” 

10:h.  Regiment. — The  New  York  Bides  .  or  “  Hoaxford  Blcws.” 
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RECOMMENDED  BY  THE  FACULTY. 

4 

HINGS  which  possess  the  recommendation 
of  the  Faculty  never  possess  any  of  their  own. 
If  we  could  find  a  tradesman  whose  goods 
were  not  recommended  by  the  Faculty,  we 
should  patronise  him  in  the  same  manner 
that,  could  we  find  an  unregistered  paletot ,  we 
would  buy — or  even  wear  it. 

We  have  now  under  our  eye,  not  our  chin, 
thank  Heaven  !  an  implement  of  torture,  the 
use  of  which  we  had  imagined  had  been 
long  since  abolished,  except  in  country  towns 
and  in  cases  of  drunkenness.  Our  attention 
was  at  first  called  to  the  article  in  question 
by  observing  the  head  of  H.  R.  H.  Prince  Albert  exposed  in  the 
window  of  a  shop  in  Holborn,  where  it  was  writhing  as  if  in  the 
agonies  of  strangulation.  Upon  a  closer  inspection,  it  appeared 
that  H.  R.  H.  was  in  the  hands  of  a  speculator  in  stocks,  the  rise 
and  fall  being  caused  by  the  motion  of  the  victim’s  neck,  which 
was  encircled  by  one  of  the  patent  chokers,  where  it  was  allowed 
nec  morn  nec  requies.  We  remained  some  time  wondering  why 
the  head  of  the  Royal  Family  allowed  his  caput  to  be  placed  in  so 
ignominious  a  position,  when  the  proprietor  came  to  the  door,  and 
informed  us,  with  a  savage  smile,  that  he  had  “  An  immense  stock 
within.”  We  took  the  hint,  and,  sooner  than  submit  to  the  ope¬ 
ration  of  the  gigantic  machine  walked  off. 

We  had  not  proceeded  far,  when  we  were  again  induced  to  stop 
before  a  fabrique  de  corsets.  Knowing  the  good  terms  which  sub¬ 
sist  between  physicians  and  the  fair  sex,  we  were  not  astonished  at 
seeing  the  customary  label  attached  to  a  coat  of  mail — perhaps 
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female  would  be  a  more  correct  word — which  presented  a  very 
formidable  array  of  busk,  bone,  and  steel.  We  immediately  under¬ 
stood  the  advantages — or,  in  other  words,  patients-— which  resulted 
to  the  Faculty  from  these  recommendations.  At  the  same  time,  we 
could  not  help  thinking,  with  a  sneer,  of  Peel’s  inability  to  resist  the 
pressure  from  without,  and  of  his  consequent  inferiority  to  woman 
—certainly  the  stronger  sex  would  not  bear  half  so  much. 

We  are  further  told  that  British  Brandy  is  “  Kecom mended  by 
the  Faculty,”  and,  if  so,  we  can  never  sufficiently  thank  the  medical 
body  for  the  odium  they  have  thereby  attached  to  it;  but  our  once 
favourite  beverage,  pale  ale,  bears  the  stigma,  and  conscience  (not 
the  rise  in  beer)  has  compelled  us  to  relinquish  the  ale  of  Bass,  for 
that  basest  of  drinks — water. 


\ 


A  VENETIAN  BLIND. 


A  New  Beading.— The  Adelaide  Gallery  is  to  be  closed  as  a 
dancing  place.  The  Casino  being  no  more,  the  following  motto 
will  be  affixed  on  the  door  : — 

“  All  hops  abandon  ye  who  enter  here.” 
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NEW  SUBJECTS  FOR  POSES 
PL'ASTIQUES. 


L  Stnltz  measuring  Grantley  Berkeley  for  his  yeomanry 
uniform. 


IL  Sfui‘*z  ■wishing  he  may  get  toe  money. 
No.  ./ 
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III.  Stultz  presenting  his  little  bill  to  Grtrtitley’s  “  big  brother.” 


IV.  Grantley  defying  Stultz. 


Stultz  consulting  a  soothsayer,  or  solicitor 
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VI.  Grantley  flummoxed,  while  Stultz  waves  a  pair  of  shears 
in  triumph— -pointing  to  the  soothsayer,  who  displays  a  mandate 
from  lone,  in  the  shape  of  a  6s.  8d.  lawyer’s  letter. 


Mrs.  Butler  is  requested  to  rebaptize  her  book  “  A  Year  of 
Consolation”  into  a  “  Drop  of  Comfort.” 

Vulgar  ErRor.— It  is  not  true  that  the  practice  of  coming  once 
a  year  belongs  exclusively  to  Christmas.  It  also  belongs  to  Easter, 
and  even  to  Whitsuntide,  and  many  a  worthy  man’s  birthday  is 
known  to  be  in  the  same  Condition. 

■r  i  v  •  i  ... 

A  Goot)  Story,  &c.,  &c-.j  &c.— -There  is  hardly  a  space  of  half 
a  dozen  square  inches  in  the  new  House  of  Lords  which  is  not  oc¬ 
cupied  by  countless  repetitions  carved  in  Gothic  characters  of  the 
novel  and  original  legend  of  “  God  save  the  Queen.”  The  notion 
is  facetious— but  somehow  the  motto  begins  to  pall  upon  one  at 
about  the  hundred  and  ninety-ninth  reading.  Does  Mr.  Barry  ex¬ 
pect  that  his  prayers  will  be  heard  “for  his  much”  carving?  How¬ 
ever*  we  suopoee  it  is  all  Gothic  and  right  By  the  way — the 
House  G  lighted  in  the  modem  fashion.  This  is  wrong  we  should 
have  haa  mediaeval  gas. 


T 
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THE  LAND  WE  LIVE  IN. 


HE  Man  in  the  Moon  marches 
in  the  van  of  literature.  He  hates 
to  be  behind  anybody.  He  illumi¬ 
nates  with  a  burst  and  a  flash  ; 
and  despising  and  detesting  every¬ 
thing  slow — from  a  wet  Sunday  in 
the  country  to  a  sterling  old  legiti¬ 
mate  comedy  or  a  syncretic  conver¬ 
sazione — he  can,  and  will  despatch, 
at  one  fell  swoop,  what  less  gifted 
litterateurs  would  be  knibbing  their 
pens  over  for  a  twelvemonth. 

The  Man  in  the  Moon,  then, 
recently  saw  a  work  advertised 
under  the  somewhat  comprehen¬ 
sive  title  of  “  The  Land  we  Live 
in,”  to  be  published  by  slow  de¬ 
grees — as  lawyers  are  popularly 
reputed  to  go  to  Heaven — and  to  be  finished,  probably,  with  the 
New  Houses  of  Parliament,  the  Catalogue  of  the  Library  of  the 
British  Museum,  or  the  “  world  we  live  in  ”  itself. 

Acting  upon  his  Go-a-head  principles,  then,  the  Man  in  the 
Moon  determined  to  forestall  the  idea — but  instead  of  spreading 
the  notion  over  his  next  ten  thousand  numbers  or  so,  to  give  it 
in  the  lump — and  exhibit  in  half-a-dozen  pages,  the  notions  enter¬ 
tained  by  the  representatives  of  half-a-dozen  classes,  of  the  “Land 
we  Live  in,” 

To  that  end  he  at  once  issued  a  Commission — and  after  balanc¬ 
ing  sometime  as  to  whether  it  should  hold  its  sittings  in  Exeter 
Hall  or  the  Cider  Cellars — the  enquiry  was  opened,  and  the  follow¬ 
ing  evidence  adduced ; — 
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Capt.  Rose  Bouquet — Is  a  Guardsman.  “  The  Land  he  Lives  in’’ 
is  bounded  by  Kensington-  gardens  on  the  west,  Oxford-street  on 
the  north,  St.  James’s  and  the  Green  Parks  on  the  South,  and  the 
Haymarket — no,  he  begs  pardon — since  the  opening  of  the  Italian 
Opera  at  Covent-garden — by  Bow-street  on  the  east.  Don’t  know 
any  other  world.  Has  heard  of  Tottenham-court-road,  and  be¬ 
lieves  that  there  is  credible  evidence  as  to  its  existence.  Has 
also  understood  that  there  are  human  habitations  on  the  southern 
side  of  the  river.  Speaks  from  mere  hearsay.  Lives  a  good  deal 
in  clubs,  mess-rooms,  boudoirs,  and  behind  the  scenes.  Believes 
the  Land  we  Live  in  to  be  inhabited  by  the  population  enumerated 
in  the  “  Court  Guide.”  Believes  their  ordinary  food  to  be  turbot, 
turtle,  venison,  game,  chicken,  truffles,  forced  peas,  strawberries 
out  of  season,  pine  apples,  champagne  (Moet),  and  Chateau-Lafitte. 
Their  amusements  consist  in  flirting,  driving  drags,  riding  steeple 
chases,  holding  fancy  fairs,  going  to  Drawing-rooms,  and  standing 
at  Club  windows,  looking  into  St.  James’s-street,  with  their  hats  on. 
Fancies  the  House  of  Commons  must  be  dreary.  Believes  the 
Opera  to  be  the  acme  of  civilization.  Thinks  all  persons  of  pro¬ 
perly  constituted  minds  should  be  at  the  wings  during  the  ballet  on 
Saturday  night,  and  at  the  Chapel  Royal  on  Sunday  morning. 

John  Jublings — Is  a  theatrical  supernumerary.  The  Land  he 
Lives  in  lies  within  half  a  mile  circuit  of  the  great  theatres.  He 
frequently  travels  to  foreign  parts — on  the  stage.  Has  lived  a  good 
deal  in  mountain  passes  in  Bohemia  lately.  Believes  their  geolo¬ 
gical  formation  to  consist  of  a  primary  stratum  of  canvass,  inter¬ 
spersed  with  veins  of  (wooden)  spar,  and  overlaid  with  a  thin 
deposit  of  variously  coloured  paints.  His  habits,  and  those  of  his 
friends,  are  sometimes  ferocious — sometimes  convivial — generally 
musical.  On  the  boards  he  consumes  wooden  fowls,  property 
rounds  of  beef — and  in  pantomime  time,  strings  of  Epping  sausages 
stuffed  with  saw-dust.  His  drink  consists  of  long  draughts  of 
dusty  air,  out  of  a  wooden  bottle.  This  is  on  the  stage.  In  private 
life,  he  is  partial  to  half-and-half.  Is  also  in  the  habit  of  imbibing 
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gin.  Conceives  prosperity  in  the  Land  we  Live  in,  to  mean  heavy- 
operas  with  long  runs,  and  lots  of  supers.  Believes  national  cala¬ 
mity  to  consist  in  there  being  “  no  treasury”  on  Saturday. 

Mr.  Ball  Maskey— Lives  in  drawing-rooms,  covered  with 
dancing  holland,  and  rout  chairs  along  the  walls.  His  world 
is  a  world  of  evening  parties.  Never  refused  an  invitation 
but  once,  when  he  had  the  typhus  fever,  and  even  then  es¬ 
caped  from  the  house  and  went  in  a  patent  safety,  and  a  state  of 
high  delirium.  Thinks  the  inhabitants  of  the  Land  we  Live  in,  are 
people  who  give,  and  people  who  go  to  dancing  parties.  Was  bora 
in  a  pair  of  dress  boots,  dancing  the  valse  a  deux  temps.  Screamed 
polkas  when  in  the  nurse’s  arms.  Believes  he  shall  die,  dancing  to 
the  “Bridal.”  Thinks  the  Post  Horn  Gallope  greater  than  the  sym¬ 
phony  in  C  minor.  Blows  Beethoven.  Estimates  female  character 
by  slowness,  or  the  converse  in  a  Polka.  Has  gone  to  half  a  dozen 
dancing  parties  in  the  same  evening.  Likes  ballet  girls  because  they 
make  fast  partners  for  the  deux  te??ips.  Thinks  more  of  their  legs 
than  their  brains  or  their  hearts.  Has  dressed  after  a  hard  day’s 
work,  at  midnight,  to  go  to  Weippert’s.  Has  set  out  after  the 
theatre,  in  a  cab  to  a  ball  at  Bichmond.  Believes  himself  to  he  a 
sort  of  Wili  in  pantaloons,  Was  never  locked  up  as  a  lunatic. 

The  Man  in  the  Moon  here  stopped  the  proceedings,  by 
ordering  the  unhappy  young  man,  whose  eye  rolled  wildly,  to  be 
taken  to  a  respectable  private  asylum  at  Hackney. 


Literary  News.— We  may  expect,  in  the  approaching  cata¬ 
logue  of  the  Royal  Academy,  a  complete,  but  detached,  edition  of 
“The  Fallacies  of  Hope.” 

The  Naked  Truth. — It  appears  by  a  late  trial  that  Professor 
Keller,  the  originator  of  the  Poses  Plastiques,  has  left  England  in 
embarrassed  circumstances.  We  are  not  surprised  at  this:,  the 
Plastiques  in  general  appearing  to  be  constantly  struggling  for  a  bare 
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That  you  owe  a  quarter’s  rent. 

That  you  ever  read  Ho witt’s  reply  to  Saunders’  appeal. 

That  you  ever  danced  the  Cellarius. 

That  you  ever  said  Jenny  Lind  would  not  come. 

That  you  ever  promised  to  dine  “some  day,”  with  a  slow  man, 
at  his  club. 

That  you  have  an  evening  invitation  beyond  back-fare  mark. 

That  you  know  a  man  always  in  difficulties. 

That  you  borrowed  the  Man  in  the  Moon  of  a  fellow  passenger. 

That  you  once  believed  “  fine  old  standard  comedies,”  as  they 
are  called,  to  be  entertaining. 

That  it  was  an  old  hat  you  took  to  a  party. 

That  you  ever  thought  nobody  had  any  idea  of  fun  but  the  writers 
of  Punch, 

That  you  ever  confessed  to  not  having  read  Alfred  Tennyson. 


FINE  ARTS. 

Motto  for  Mr.  Turner’s  picture  of  “  Getting  TireJ  of  the  Ball,” 
in  the  Exhibition — 

“  The  azure  moon,  that  through  the  verdant  c.ouds 
Bathes  the  vermilion  waves  with  floods  of  blue. 

Sees  nought  but  yon  gondola  of  pink  haze, 

And  red-hot  dots  of  men.” 


A  portrait  of  Charles  the  First  when  a  boy,  by  Velasquez,  is  on 
view  in  Bond-street.  We  shall  give  a  copy  of  it  next  month  ;  since 
there  cannot  be  a  better  subject  than  a  head  of  Charles  for  a  cut. 

Hale  and  IIeaety. — Hale,  the  Reverend  Archdeacon,  who  ap¬ 
pears  to  be  singularly  attached  to  plurality,  is  rivalling  Morison  and 
Holloway  in  the  number  of  his  cures. 
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MUSICAL  INTELLIGENCE. 

HE  following  pieces  of  authentic 
information  as  to  the  engagement  of 
Mademoiselle  Jenny  Lind,  and 
other  matters  musical,  connected 
with,  and  dependent  thereupon,  may 
be  all  relied  oil  with  the  most  implicit 
confidence. 

Jenny  will  appear  on  Thursday 
next  in  “  Sonnambula.”  Jenny  ■will 
make  her  debut  on  Monday  as 
Norma.  Jenny  will  not  sing  at  all  in  England.  Jenny  will  sing 
first  at  the  Ancient  Concerts.  Jenny,  there  is  still  hope,  will  make 
good  her  engagement  with  Mr.  Bunn.  Jenny  is  getting  up  her 
part  in  the  “  Camp  of  Silesia.”  It  has  been  determined  not  to  play 
the  “  The  Camp  of  Silesia.”  Meyerbeer  is  in  London,  Meyerbeer 
is  in  Munich.  Meyerbeer  is  in  Paris,  on  his  way  here.  Meyer¬ 
beer  is  in  Leipsie  on  his  way  to  Vienna.  Jenny’s  only  motive  in 
coming  to  England  was  to  sing  at  Her  Majesty’s  Theatre.  Jenny’s 
only  object  in  coming  to  England  was  to  settle  matters  with  the 
management  of  Drury  Lane.  We  have  seen  a  letter  from  Jenny 
herself,  in  which  the  following  passage  occurs — “  Certainement  je 
voudrais  chanter,  chez  M.  Lumley  and  chez  lui  seulment .”  The  fol¬ 
lowing  passage  occurs  in  a  letter  we  have  just  seen  from  the  Swedish 
Nightingale  ;  it  is  conclusive  of  the  whole  question: — “  Coute  qu!il 
coute  je  ne  debuteras  pas  au  Theatre  de  sa  Majeste Mendelssohn 
is  putting  the  finishing  touches  to  the  “  Tempest.”  Mendelssohn 
has  not  written  a  note  of  the  “  Tempest.”  The  “  Tempest”  has  been 
purchased  for,  and  is  in  rehearsal  at  Drury  Lane.  Mendelssohn  is 
so  dissatisfied  with  Scribe’s  libretto  that  he  has  given  up  all  inten 
tion  of  writing  an  opera  on  the  subject  of  the“  Tempest.” 

Every  word  of  the  foregoing,  coming  as  it  does  from  the  most 
authentic  sources,  we  vouch  for  as  fact. 
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COMPARATIVE  ADMIRATION. 


Lord  Evelyn  Devere.  Friend  about  Town. 
Friend.  What  do  you  think  of  the  New  House  of  Peers  ? 

Lord  Evelyn  ( with  nonchalance).  Oh — all  very  well. 

Friend.  And  what’s  your  opinion  of  Alboni  ? 

Lord  Evelyn  (with  a  burst  of  enthusiasm).  Oh— splendid  !  mag 
nificent  !  !  superb  !  !  ! 
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NOCTES  NOKTHUMBRIENSES. 

[Scene — The  smoking-room  of  die  newly  formed  Museum  Club,  in 
Nor thumherla nd- s tree t,  for  literary  men  and  artists.  The  sofas  are 
drawn  round  the  fire,  and  are  occupied  by  Albert  Smith,  Angus 
Reach,  and  Shirley  Brooks.  As  the  High  Art  has  not  yet  arrived, 
the  conversation  is  only  on  common-place  topics .] 

Shirley.  Why  were  there  no  theatrical  criticisms  in  The  Man  in 
the  Moon  last  month  ? 

Angus.  Is  it  a  conundrum? 

Shirley,  No — you  fellows  live  in  such  an  atmosphere  of  joke¬ 
forcing  that  you  can’t  understand  simple  talk.  I  asked  for  infor¬ 
mation*  > 

Albert.  Well  then — because  we  think  mere  notices  are  “  slow.’ 
By  the  time  our  hook  comes  out,  the  daily  and  weekly  papers  have 
said  all  that  can  possibly  be  thought  of  abo  t  the  new  plays;  and 
it  is  a  question  whether  the  intelligent  reader  who  buys  our  work 
on  the  “York  and  Newcastle”  or  the  “  Tali'  Vale,”  cares  a  -rap 
about  the  subject.  He  would  sooner  read  of  more  general  topics. 

Shirley  ( indolently ),  I  think  the  drama  all  s.tulf.  Make  what 
you  can  of  managers  ?  carry  it  in  your  purse  from  the  treasury  on 
Saturday;  and  its  great  end  is  achieved* 

Angus.  I  think  you  are  right.  Yet  it  has  another  object — that 
of  amusement.  I  stick  up  for  amusement. 

Albert.  So  do  I.  Five  act  legitimate  plays  of  the  “fine  old 
Elizabethan  school”  are  all  very  proper  and  clever,  and  that  sort  of 
thing;  but  are  wretchedly  dreary.  People  are  not  amused  by 
seeing  them.  They  think  they  are,  because  they  are  convention¬ 
ally  ordered  to  be  so;  but  if  they  analyze  their  feelings,  they  are  not. 

Angus.  Decidedly  true.  I  never  knew  but  two  modern  five-act 
pieces  that  I  should  have  cared  to  have  paid  to  see  again,  and 
(perhaps)  again.  One  was  “  London  Assurance,”  and  the  other — 
Shirley.  “Time  Works  Wonders?” 
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Angus.  No — “  The  Lady  of  Lyons.” 

Albert.  I  want  oar  dramatists  to  make  more  than  a  dictionary- 
study  of  the  French  playwrights.  When  will  they  be  able  to  turn 
out  a  play  constructed  like  the  “Tour  de  Nesle”  of  Alexander 
Dumas?  Why  cannot  we  have  a  first-class  theatre  for  the  repre¬ 
sentation  of  such  dramas  as  fill  to  overflowing  the  treasuries  and 
auditories  of  the  Ambigu  Comique  and  Porte  St.  Martin? 

Shirley.  Smith  will  die  gloriously  in  some  revolution  of  the 
dramatic  authors,  flourishing  the  “  Tour  de  Nesle”  above  his  head 
and  shouting  “  Victory.”  Who  saw  the  Elephants,  on  Easter 
Monday,  at  Drury  Lane  ? 

Both  the  others.  I  did. 

Shirley.  And  how  were  you  amused. 

Both.  Very  much. 

Angus.  I  was  as  much  amused,  by  the  pageantry,  as  a  child  at 
Astley’s — I  mean  at  Astley’s  “  as  it  used  to  was,”  as  Wright,  at  the 
Adelphi,  would  say.  I  like  to  see  something  at  the  theatre  that 
does  not  require  you  to  think.  I  must  confess,  apart  from  criticism, 
I  go  there  entirely  for  light  entertainment,  after  the  hard  realities 
of  the  day. 

Albert.  What  nonsense  it  was  to  attack  Bunn  as  the  High  Art 
folks  did  about  the  “desecration  of  the  stage,”  and  “degradation  of 
the  National  Theatre,”  and  all  the  other  hacknied  worn-out  subjects 
of  grumbling. 

Shirley.  I  saw  Shakspeare’s  “  Midsummer  Night’s  Dream”  one 
night  at  the  Princess’s,  and  Fitzball’s  “  Desert”  the  next  at  Drury 
Lane ;  and  I  must  confess  the  beasts  had  the  best  of  it — judging 
from  attendance  and  applause. 

Angus.  I  wouldn’t  give  Howitt’s  journal  for  your  life,  Shirley,  if 
you  were  to  say  that,  an  hour  hence,  when  our  esteemed  members 
Heraud  and  Marston  and  Tomlins  are  here. 

Albert.  It’s  very  sad,  I  dare  say  :  but  very  true.  It  is  absurd  to  say 
legitimacy  is  at  a  lower  ebb  than  ever.  Why — when  what  they  call 
traditionally  “  the  palmy  days  of  the  drama”  were  in  full  swing, 
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with  the  Kembles,  Cooke,  Mrs.  Siddons,  Suett,  Mimden,  Mrs. 
Jordan,  Bannister,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  actors  whom  old  gentle¬ 
men  tell  you  will  never  be  equalled,  the  benches  of  the  great 
theatres  were  so  empty,  that  they  were  obliged  to  bring  out  “  The 
Castle  Spectre,”  “  Blue  Beard,”  and  “  Timour  the  Tartar,”  with 
real  horses  to  pull  up  the  houses. 

Angus .  I  was  at  the  theatre  the  first  night  next  to  a  man  on  one 
of  our  most  popular  papers.  He  was  very  much  amused  :  and  the 
next  morning  pitched  into  it.  When  we  met  again,  I  asked  him 
why  he  had  done  so.  “  Oh,”  he  said,  “  we  must  uphold  the  drama; 
and  Bunn  is  such  a  charlatan.” 

Albert.  Charlatan  or  not,  he  puts  food  into  the  mouths  of  some 
two  or  three  hundred  people.  What  nonsense  the  outcry  is  !  The 
people,  just  at  present,  won’t  have  “  the  drama.”  I  don’t  say  it  is 
a  wholesome  state  of  things,  but  they  ivon’t.  Then  what’s  the  use 
of  driving  them  to  it,  at  the  pen’s  point? 

Angus.  How  glorious  was  Nisbett’s  return  to  the  Haymarket’l 
What  a  roar  of  welcome  recognition  and  applause  broke  forth  when 
the  audience  heard  the  old  loved-ringing  laugh  at  the  wing  !  And 
what  houses  she  is  drawing.  Here’s  her  health,  and  long,  long  life. 

Shirley.  Talking  of  the  Haymarket,  what  is  Blanche’s  burlesque 
of  the  “New Planet”  like? 

Albert.  Like  everything  he  does — neat  and  polished  almost  to  a 
fault.  In  his  peculiar  line  nobody  can  touch  him.  I  like  his  fairy 
tales  better,  though,  than  this  revue  :  some  of  its  jokes  are  too  eso¬ 
teric. 

Shirley.  Eso — how  much  ? 

Albert.  Pshaw  !  you  know  what  I  mean. 

Angus.  How  did  Mrs.  Butler  get  on,  on  Monday,  at  the 
Princess’s  ? 

Albert.  Very  well :  but  I  was  disappointed  in  her  reception.  It 
was  warm  and  friendly,  but  nothing  beyond.  The  house,  too,  was 
not  remarkable. 

Shirley.  The  private  boxes  were  well  filled. 
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Albert.  True — but  their  inmates  had  not  the  look  of  a  paying 
audience.  I  expect  her  terms  of  a  hundred  pounds  a  night  would 
have  ruined  the  manager. 

Shirley.  The  Man  in  the  Moon  to  Punch ,  Maddox  did  not  give 
that. 

Angus.  You  will  get  no  takers,  even  at  such  odds. 

Albert.  Let’s  see — both  you  fellows  have  produced  pieces  at  the 
Lyceum  since  No.  4  came  out,  and  I  have  written  a  burlesque  with 
Kenney,  for  the  same  house.  Shall  we  say  anything  about  them? 

Shirley.  Say  mine  is  called  “  The  Creole,  or  Love’s  Letters.” 

Angus.  Say  mine  is  called  “Jenny  Lind  at  Last.” 

Albert  And  say  Kenney’s  and  mine  is  called  “  The  Wood  Demon, 
or  One  o’Clock.”  Very  good.  The  burlesque  can’t,  of  course,  be 
noticed  until  next  month.  But  what  about  the  merits  of  the  other 
two  ? 

Shirley.  My  piece - 

Angus.  Hold  it,  for  a  minute,  and  let  me  speak.  “  The  Creole” 
is  by  far  the  best  drama  Shirley  has  written.  The  idea  is  new,  the 
plot  is  very  carefully  and  ingeniously  constructed,  the  situations  are 
extremely  effective,  and  the  dialogue  is  thoroughly  vigorous. 

Albert.  Very  well.  And  the  acting? 

Angus.  Capital.  The  actors  all  threw  themselves  in  earnest  into 
their  work,  and  everybody  deserves  to  be  praised. 

Albert.  Anything  to  add  to  that,  Shirley  ? 

Shirley.  Nothing.  Angus’s  praise  is  extravagantly  high,  an^ 
perfectly  just. 

Angus.  As  for  Jenny  Lind - 

Shirley.  “Jenny  Lind”  is  one  of  the  smartest  “  occasional”  pieces 
ever  done. 

Albert.  It  was  a  lucky  thought — and  the  notion  has  been  excel¬ 
lently  worked  out. 

Angus.  In  such  hands  as  Mrs.  Keeley’s— — 

Shirley.  True — and  you  put  the  work  into  her  hands.  You  have 
created  some  admirable  opportunities  for  the  artists,  of  which  they 
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avail  themselves  d  merveille.  If  the  real  Jenny  draws  down  as 
hearty  applause  as  her  prototype  at  the  Lyceum,  she'll  do. 

Albert  The  Lyceum  has  been  energetic  this  month*  There  was 
Stoqueler’s  piece,  “  Crusoe  the  Second.”  That  Was  very  funny, 
and  very  succesful. 

Angus.  A  scream,  and  Keeley  glorious  in  it.  They  say  that 
the  new  burlesque  is  to  differ  from  many  others,  by  exhausting 
not  the  patience  of  the  audience,  but  the  resources  of  the  manage¬ 
ment. 

Albert  Don’t  be  ill-natured— if  Brooks  had  said  that,  I  would 
have  forgiven  him  \  but  you,  as  an  Editor  and  a  Christian,  ought 
to  know  better.  Half-past  Seven.  I’m  going  to  hear  “  Puritani,” 
at  Covent  Garden. 

Angus<.  And  I’m  going  to  hear  it  at  Lumley’s.  Which  will  be 
the  best  ? 

Albert.  Grisi  and  Mario  against  the  world.  Aliens. 


PORTRAIT  OP  AX  or  ERA  MAXAGER. 


m>  mm  mmm  (dskdsi  raa  %-mm  to  mm* 


ON  TRYING  TO  SHAVE,  MR. 
CRINDLE  FINDS  THAT  CUT¬ 
TING  THE  SODA  -  WATER 
WIRE,  HAS  NOT  IMPROVED 
HIS  RAZOR  ; 


i 

II  1 

j 

Hi  ?! 

— !i! — 

4 — 

u 

r  ^)i 

BUT,  AS  SARAH  IS  CLEANING  THE  STEPS,  SHE  DOES  NOT  HEAR  HIM 


UPON  WHICH  HE 
SHOUTS  FOR  SARAH, 
THE  MAID,  TO  BOR¬ 
ROW  ONE  ; 


>  i 

wHk  ■ 


\  — 

THAT  HE  IS  RECKLESS  OF  CONSEQUENCES  ; 


AT  THAT  INSTANT  MISS  NIPKINS  IS  COMING  UP  STAIRS 


SO  HE  VENTURES  DOWN  TO  ASK  MR.  RATTLES. 


I  I  ,  H 


BUT  SO  FRIGHTENED,  THAT  TIE  THROWS  HIMSELF  OH  TO*  MS® 

BED. 


WHICH  SO  ALARMS  MR.  CRINDLE, 


A  .  -.14  AND,  TREADING  ON  MISS  NIP- 
!  KINS’S  CAT,  IS  ATTACKED 
THEREBY  ; 


I  IN  ALLY  KICKING 
DOWN  STAIRS, 


IT  OFF 


THE  BED,  BEING  A  SCISSORS  ONE,  DOUBL2S  W,  AK®- 
NEARLY  SMOTHERS  HIM 


9  J 


COVER  HIS  BREAKFAST- TABLE  WITH  APPLICATIONS 
FOR  MONEY. 


AND  HE  IS  ONLY  ROUSED  BY  THE  CEASELESS^ 
KNOCKS  OF  THE  POSTMEN  WITH  LETTERS 
FROM  HIS  FRIENDS,  WHO,  HEARING  OF 
HIS  GOOD  FORTUNE, 


IN  AN  ILL-TEMPER,  HE  TRIES 
ON  A  TIGHT  BOOT, 


CONSIDERABLY  TO  HIS 
PHYSICAL  DERANGE¬ 
MENT, 


AND  EVEN  INCONVENIENTLY  SO. 


AT  LAST  HE  SALLIES 
OUT  AND  BUYS  A 
FASHIONABLE  SHIRT  ; 


ALSO  HIRING  A  HORSE, 
FOR  SEVEN  -  AND  -  SIX¬ 
PENCE, 


TO  TAKE  A  RIDE 
IN  THE  PARK  ; 


WHERE  HE  S3  STRUCK  BY 
LADY  IN  A  BROUGHAM,. 
UPON  WHOM  HE  THINKS  BE 
HAS  MADE  AN  IMPRESSION- 
WHETHER  HE  HAS,  OR  HAS 
NOT,  WILL  BE  SEEN  NEAT 
MONTH. 
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ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS 


u  Muggleton  ” — The  screw  which  the  Sank  puts  on,  is  not  a  cork-screw. 

“  Thespis — The  Bowery  Theatre  in  New  York  is  larger  than  the  Bower 
in  London.  We  were  not  aware  that  there  were  two  places  of  amuse¬ 
ment  of  the  latter  name  in  the  Metropolis ;  neither  do  we  know  which  is 
is  the  best  Bower. 

“  Enquirer — No  Alderman  has  yet  been  tossed  by  a  Smithfield  bullock  : 
you  can't  be  sorrier  for  it  than  we  are. 

“  Turf ” — What  prophet  do  you  rely  on  for  the  St.  Leger?  The  prophet 
who  nominates  the  winner  after  the  race  is  over. 

“  Comfort — Can  you  tell  me  how  to  prevent  a  flea  from  biting  me  in  bed? 
Certainly — Get  up. 

“  An  Author — How  can  1  get  a  tragedy  accepted  at  a  London  Theatre  ? 
Take  a  Theatre  and  accept  it  yourself. 

Statisticus.” — By  a  Census  recently  taken  by  the  order  of  the  Man  IN 
the  Moon,  the  amount  of  the  coloured  pouplation  now  performing  in 
this  kingdom  as  Ethiopian  Serenaders,  is  1,976,541,  including  935 
juvenile  Serenaders  in  the  streets  of  the  Metropolis. 

Cockatoo  is  wrong.  There  is  a  M.  Dumas,  a  great  chemist,  as  well  as  the 
author ;  but  no  cook  of  that  name.  The  mistake  has  arisen  in  con¬ 
founding  the  Crimes  Celebres  of  Dumas,  with  the  celebrated  cream  of 
Soyer. 

u  The  Veiled  Prophet  of  Khorassan”  is  not  on  any  Sunday  newspaper v 

“  Meteor ologicus.” — Nailing  the  head  of  a  weathercock  to  die  west,  will  not 
make  the  wind  blow  from  that  quarter. 
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THE  ROYAL  ACADEMY', 

IN  CLASSICAL  HEXAMETERS  AND  VULGAR  PATTER. 


ALIv  up  now,  be  in  time,  be  in  time! 

the  original  show,  sirs  ! 

Ladies  and  gentlemen,  this  is  the 
shop  :  all  the  rest  are  no  go,  sirs. 
You,  to  the  National  Gallery  bound, 
who  have  not  got  a  shilling, 

Pray  stand  aside,  for  the  elegan  t 
crowds  who  to  pay  us  are  willing. 
Pull  out  your  purses,  and  walk  up  the 
stairs,  and  then  enter  the  wicket; 
Leaving  your  sticks  with  the  mau  in  the  hall,  who  will  give  you  a 
ticket. 
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Follow  your  noses  as  far  as  you  can,  and  don’t  stop  in  the  West 
Room. 

Push  your  way  on  to  the  East,  at  the  end,  which  you’ll  find  is  the 
best  room. 

All  the  High  Art  is  that  up  at  the  top,  and  the  Low’s  near  the 
floor,  sir. 

This  gives  lumbago,  whilst  that  cricks  your  neck.  Number  One’s 
on  the  door,  sir. 

[  The  Deputy  Secretary  having  sung  this  to  a  pretty  melody  of  his 
own  composing,  takes  his  wand  and  commences  to  he  showman. 

Now,  my  little  dears,  open  your  eyes  and  wipe  your  glasses,  and 
do  not  borrow  other  people’s  catalogues.  That  first  is  “Joanol 
Arc,”  by  Mr.  Etty,  no  relation  to  “  Noah’s  Ark,”  by  Mr.  Maclise 
further  on.  Observe  the  size  of  that  picture  and  the  three  divisions, 


each  of  which  is  worth  above  eight  hundred  pounds,  and  weighs 
the  same.  Look  to  the  left  and  you  see  Joan  a  finding  of  the  sword, 
which  is  the  only  blade  we  ever  heard  was  attached  to  her.  Look 
in  the  middle  compartment  and  you  see  Joan  as  she  appeared  in 
the  fight,  hitting  at  nobody.  Observe  her  calm  expression,  in  which 
she  says,  “  how  I  must  really  hurt  you  if  you  don’t  get  out  of  the 
way.”  Look  to  the  right  and  you  see  Joan  going  to  be  burnt. 
The  time  selected  is  when  she  made  the  memorable  answer  to  the 
Priest,  who  insulted  her,  and  called  her  “  a  faggot.”  “  If  I  am  a 
faggot,”  she  replied,  “  you  are  a  bundle  of  sticks.” 

Now,  on  we  goes  again,  to  Mr.  Landseer’s  representation  of  “  Yan 
Am  burgh  taming  of  the  Lions.”  To  prevent  your  beirg  funny,  and 
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asking  “  which  is  Van  Amburgh  and  which  is  the  Lion?-’  I  antici¬ 
pate  you  by  saying  at  once,  “  Whichever  you  please;  you  pays  your 
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money  and  you  takes  your  choice.”  The  Lion  is  so  natural  that  he 
catches  old  ladies  by  the  cloak  if  they  go  too  near.  “  Stand  aside 
inarm,  if  you  please.  You’d  hear  him  roar,  only  if  you  look  you’ll 
see  that  he  is  taking  a  few  bars  rest.” 

Now  that,  No.  180,  is  a  picture  by  Mr.  J.  M.  W.  Turner  ;  reali¬ 
zing  the  term  “  Going  to  Blazes.”  First,  he  thought  he’d  paint  an 
old  watermill  ;  then  lie  turned  his  attention  to  a  cabbage-garden  : 
after  that  some  vermilion  fell  over  it,  and  then  he  had  a  notion  of 
turning  it  all  into  nobody  knows  what,  but  never  had  the  time  to 
finish  it. 

Now,  try  and  see  Mulready’s  “  Burchell  and  Sophia,”  and  Leslie’s 
“  Children  at  Play,”  if  you  can.  It’s  no  use  explaining  of  them, 


for  nobody  ever  sees  any  more  than  this.  So  on  we  goes  again,  to 
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Maclise’s  “Noah’s  Sacrifice.”  Observe  the  Ark,  which  is  not  like 
the  one  we’re  most  accustomed  to  :  nor  are  Noah’s  sons  and  their 
wives  like  our  old  friends,  with  the  walking-sticks,  and  little  round 
hats,  but  we  suppose  Mr.  Maclise  knows  best.  The  sketches  were 
furnished  to  Mr.  Maclise  by  Messrs.  Braham  and  Widdecombe,  who 
crept  into  the  Ark  unbeknown — during  the  deluge. 


Ladies  and  Gentlemen  :  Calling  your  attention  to  Mr.  Danby’s 
“  British  Sailor,”  taken  at  the  Surrey  Theatre,  in  a  Nautical  Drama. 
I  will  conclude  for  the  present.  In  the  meantime,  I  am  requested 
by  the  proprietors  to  return  you  their  best  thanks,  and  to  tell  you, 
that  we  we  shall  go  on  again  next  month  with  the  others. 


Melancholy  Occurrence. — Such  was  the  pressure  in  the 
money  market  a  week  or  two  ago  that  three  eminent  speculators 
were  picked  up  at  the  close  of  business,  squeezed  perfectly  flat. 
They  have  not  yet  come  round. 
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VIEW,  TAKEN  IN  THE  INTERIOR  OF 
SOHO-SQUARE. 

EEMING  the  subject  of  no  ordinary 
importance,  we  propose,  from  time  to 
time,  to  present  to  our  readers  accu¬ 
rate  sketches  of  many  fine  works  of 
art  in  the  metropolis,  which  have  never 
attracted  a  proper  degree  of  notice  ; 
but  which  are,  nevertheless,  gratui¬ 
tously  thrown  open  to  the  public.  The 
above  is  a  fine  relic  of  antiquity  ;  and 
is  seen  in  its  best  point  from  the  railing 
opposite  Mr.  Kirkman’s  pianoforte  ma¬ 
nufactory.  It  is  not  at  all  known,  even  by  the  natives,  how  it  came 
there,  or  what  it  means. 

The  inclosure  of  Soho-square,  itself,  is  a  curious  locality  ;  and 
produces  nothing  but  birch  brooms,  which  grow  out  of  the  ground 
as  well  as  dead  bushes,  which  flourish  abundantly.  A  visit  to  it 
will  reward  the  enterprise  of  the  intelligent  traveller. 


Lost. — The  power  of  writing  intelligible  English,  by  a  musical 
critic.  No  reward  will  be  paid  to  the  restorer,  as  the  advertiser’s 
qualifications  could  by  no  possibility  be  of  use  to  any  one.  Apply 
at  the  High  Art  Hospital,  near  Bedlam. 

The  Dissolution. — An  impressive  and  somewhat  oppressive 
contemporary — -he  appears  weakly — discourses  of  the  dying  of  the 
present  Parliament.  The  straw,  he  says,  is  laid  before  the  door— 
the  death-rattle  is  in  the  legislative  throat.  So  be  it.  In  the  hope 
of  getting  a  still  better  Parliament  next  time,  we  consent  to  be 
“  Pleased  with  the  rattle  tickled  with  the  straw.” 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 

LONDON  TO  VENICE  IN 
TWO  DAYS. 

N  all  probability,  the  romance  of  Venice  will  soon  be 
spoken  of  as  a  thing-  that  was.  As  soon  as  the  long 
line  of  rails  is  completed,  which  is  to  begin  at  Ostend 
and  finish  on  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic,  we  shall  be 
able  to  breakfast  in  London  on  one  morning,  and  dine 
at  the  Leone  Bianco  on  the  Grand  Canal,  on  the  next 
afternoon — in  fact,  Venice  will  take  the  place  of  Herne 
Bay  and  Ramsgate. 

It  is  not  difficult  to  tell  what  will  be  the  appear¬ 
ance  of 
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Hansom  cabs  and  omnibuses  will  pervade  the  Piazza  St.  Marco  : 
cheap  steam  gondolas  will  ply  from  all  parts  of  the  city  to  the 
Rialto,  for  a  halfpenny  ;  the  Ducal  Palace  will  be  opened  as  a  vast 
Alton  ale  house  ;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Keeley  will  act  at  the  Fenice  ;  and 
all  the  present  Clapbam  and  Balham-hill,  Hackney  and  Islington 
settlers,  will  have  villas  on  the  Brenta.  And  then,  a  fresh  Childe 
Harold  will  write  : — 

I  stood  in  Venice  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs  ; 

A  gin-shop  and  Casino  on  each  hand  : 

I  saw  St.  Marco  swarm  with  one-horse  flies, 

And  ’busses  plying  up  and  dovm  her  Strand. 

Or  : — 

In  Venice  Tasso’s  echoes  are  no  more, 

Bunn  now  supplies  the  singing  Gondolier  ; 

Her  palaces  are  “  Coal-holes”  on  the  shore, 

And  Jullien’s  music  only  meets  the  car  ; 

Whilst  at  the  “Lion’s  Mouth”  they  draw  pale  Bass’s  beer. 

The  talented  poet,  musician,  and  artist,  Mr.  J.  P.  Knight,  must 
then  remodel  one  of  bis  songs,  and  we  w'ould  suggest  that,  to  be 
ready  against  the  change  comes,  he  should  at  once  thus  put  in  order 
for  publication  this  fresh  version  of 

BEAUTIFUL  VENICE. 

Beautiful  Venice  ! 

Shore  without  tide, 

Rival  of  Ramsgate, 

And  deathblow  to  Ryde. 

What  visions  of  ease, 

Gild  my  week’s  wear  and  tear, 

To  think  that  each  Sunday 
I  dine  in  thy  square. 

Oh,  Guinness  is  sold 
’Neath  thy  light  colonnades, 
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And  Banbury  cakes 
Are  retailed  by  thy  maids. 
To  Gravesend  I’ve  been, 

But  the  lodgings  for  me 
Are  at  beautiful  Venice, 

The  pride  of  the  sea. 

Beautiful  Venice  ! 

How  fair  thy  Lagune, 

When  you  steam  o’er  it  reading 
The  Man  in  the  Moon; 
Where  black  Serenaders 
At  soft  close  of  day, 

Depict  how  Dan  Tucker 
Got  out  of  the  way. 

Fresh  Devonshire  cream, 

Fairy  whitebait  just  caught, 
Sweet  Italy’s  Queen, 

To  thy  taverns  are  brought. 
I’ve  Blackwalled  on  Sundays, 
But  the  dinners  for  me, 

Are  those  got  at  Venice, 

The  pride  of  the  sea. 
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A  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT. 


WEUL  and  shadowy  was  the  hall 
wherein  sat  iEacus, Minos,  and  Khada- 
manthus.  It  was  the  Court  of  Pluto’s 
Bench.  Phantom  barristers  with 
phantom  wigs — the  Briefless  of  the 
upper  earth — rustled  and  fidgetted 
amid  the  benches.  The  dim  light 
shone  through  the  crier,  as,  in  a 
ghostly  tenor,  he  proclaimed  “  Si¬ 
lence.” 

“  Let  the  prisoners  be  brought  into 
Court.”  It  was  the  deep  tones  of  Bhadamanthus. 

Forthwith  they  were  ranged  at  the  bar — sneaking,  cowering, 
timorous  shades. 


“  Your  names  ?” 

So  the  first  said 
The  second 
The  third 
The  fourth 
The  fifth 
The  sixth 
The  seventh  and  last 


“  Yates.” 

“  Bunbury.” 

“  Martingale.” 

“  Joe  Muggins’s  Dog.” 

“The  Early  Village  Cock.” 

“  Miles’s  Boy.” 

“  Pegasus.” 

“  What  are  ye  ?”  said  Minos. 

“And  the  chorus  of  culprits  answered,  “Derby  Prophets.” 
“Prophets  !”  exclaimed  Rhadainanthus,  “wrhat  did  ye  prophecy  ?” 
And  the  chorus  said,  “  What  never  came  to  pass.” 

“By  whatrightthen — oh  gullers  of  the  gullible — did  ye  predict — 
unsettling  the  minds  of  holders  of  horses  in  Derby  sweeps,  and  leading 
astray  green  youths  betting  filched  half-crowns  on  the  fortunes  of 
the  race  ?” 

“  I  guessed” — faltered  Yates. 
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“  I  thought” — stammered  Bunbury. 

“  I  considered” — gasped  Martingale. 

“  I  imagined” — stuttered  Joe  Muggins’s  Dog. 

“I  judged” — whined  The  Early  Village  Cock. 

“I  hoped” — moaned  Miles’s  Boy. 

There  was  a  pause.  “  And  you  ?”  said  the  judge  to  the  seventh. 

“  I  was  right,”  shouted  Pegasus. 

“But  wrong  now” — rejoined  Rhadamanthus,  in  his  severest  style 
— “  wrong — most  wrong  of  all.  Learn — the  difference  between  the 
lucky  guess  and  the  sooth  prophecy.  Eor  you  and  for  your  com¬ 
rades  there  is  reserved  an  equal  punishment.  Go— languish  for  un¬ 
counted  years  amid  the  conversation  in  the  society  and  the  haunts 
of  sporting  Gents.” 

The  wretched  culprits  howled  and  gibbered.  But  the  Justice  o 
the  Court  of  Pluto’s  Bench  is  stem.  Phantom  forms,  of  undefined 
outline,  darkened  the  hall  with  their  wings,  and  bore  the  false  pro¬ 
phets  to  their  doom. 


What  is  It  ? — A  thing  called  a  “  Cochrane”  has  started  for 
Westminster.  We  understand  that  it  is  neither  one  of  the  Bos- 
jeemen  nor  the  Guano  Mummy.  It  stands  on  its  hind  legs,  and  can 
eat  and  drink  like  a  Christian.  Its  habits  are  stated  to  have  been 
wandering,  and  some  one  has  taught  it  to  play  the  hurdy-gurdy. 
This  curious  creature  possesses  no  sort  of  qualities  which  may  be 
made  useful  in  the  service  of  man — and  will,  it  is  presumed,  soon 
become  extinct,  not  being  likely  to  be  preserved  in  the  menagerie 
of  St.  Stephen’s. 


A  new  ballet  is  in  preparation  at  the  Opera,  by  the  author  of 
the  “  Wilis,”  to  be  called  the  “  Nillys.”  If  it  succeed,  another  one 
is  to  be  produced,  embracing  the  principal  effects  of  both,  entitled 
“  The  Willy  Nillys.” 
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NEW  WORKS. 

“Sneezes  and  Coughs,”  by  the  author  of  “  Smiles  and  Tears.” 
“Tiie  Landladies  of  Little  Britain,”  by  the  authoress  of  the 
“  Queens  of  England.” 

“  Mysteries  of  Mile  End,”  by  the  author  of  “Revelations  o 
Russia.” 

“  A  Biographical  Memoir  of  the  Solar  System, 'witiPEx- 
clusive  Anecdotes,”  by  the  author  ot  “Vestiges  of  the  ‘Natural 
History  of  Creation.” 

“  All  in  tiie  Wkong,”  by  a  Derby  Prophet. 


THE  DUKE  AGAIN. 


A  Traveller  has  made  this  sketch,  on  the  spot,  of  the  Duke  as  he 
appears  from  Piccadilly,  in  front  of,  and  below  him.  He_has  the 
air  of  a  giant  with  horse’s  legs,  and  two  crows  perched^  on  his 
shoulder. 
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We  last  month  showed  the  Duke  getting  down  from  the  arch  in 
disgust,  resolved  not  to  be  laughed  at  any  longer,  either  by  the 
public  or  Mr.  J.  W.  M.  Turner.  We  find  that  he  has  not  yet  taken 
the  hint ;  and  we  now  warn  him  that,  perhaps,  the  horse  may  in  his 
*  turn,  get  disgusted,  and  act  as  follows 


Strange  and  True. — Tbs  Morning  Herald,  discoursing  of  the 
death  of  the  late  Lord  Lieutenant,  informs  the  world  that  “  he  has 
at  length  paid  that  debt  which,  sooner  or  later,  the  highest  and 
greatest  as  well  as  the  lowliest  and  meanest  amongst  us  must  at  one 
time  or  another  be  called  on  to  pay.”  We  declare  we  never  came 
across  an  idea  so  startlingly  original,  and  expressed  in  terms  so  per¬ 
fectly  novel.  Well,  well — there  i«  something  new  under  the  sun. 
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THE  GROAN,  THE  GRAVE,  AND  THE 

GALLOWS  ;* 

OR  THE 

DEMON  HANGMAN  OF  THE  HAUNTED  FOREST. 

IN  THREE  ACTS. 

A  DRAMA  FOR  OVER  THE  WATER. 

CHARACTERS. 

The  Baron  Gory  Goggles 

Bloqd,  his  Retainer  Bones,  another  Retainer 

The  Nameless  One 

Rudolph  Sugarina  Jester 

The  Wild  Huntsman 
Peasants,  Retainers,  Demons,  &c.,  &c. 


ACT  I. 

Scene. — A  Vineyard  in  the  Haunted  Forest.  Chorus  of  peasants. 


CHORUS. 

Thus  do  we  gather  the  vines. 
From  which  they  make  the  wines, 


*  As  this  piece  is  Copyright,  no  Manager  will  he  allowed  to  play  it  without  a 
license  from  the  Man  in  the  .Moon,  which  can  be  obtained,  on— considering  the 
soul-absorbiDg  interest  of  the  drama— comparatively  moderate  terms. 

No.  6. 
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While  the  sun  shines  on  the  mountain, 

Out  of  which  gushes  the  fountain  ; 

But  when  he  doth  sink  to  rest, 

Which  he  usually  does  in  the  west, 

Oh,  we  gaily  dance  and  drink, 

To  this  chorus — Tink-a-Tink  ; 
Tinketty-ty-Tinketty-ty-Tinketty-Tinketty-Tinketty-ty. 

Peasants  dance  and  sing. — Stage  darkens. 

Old  Peasant.  My  sons — forbear — A  storm  threatens — Let  us  to 
the  village. 

[Exeunt  Peasants.  Storm.  Thunder  and  lightning.  A  flash 
strikes  down  a  tree,  out  of  which  the  Wild  Huntsman 
issues,  playing  a  solo  on  the  Cornet. 

Wild  Huntsman.  This  is  the  fatal  night.  The  heavens  are  murky. 
The  thunder  rolls.  Now  to  pay  the  Master  Demon  his  yearly 
tribute.  Ha  !  a  traveller.  [Retires  up. 


Enter  Rudolph,  enveloped  in  a  cloak. 


Rudolph.  I  have  lost  my  way  in  the  forest.  The  storm  increases. 
I  am  wet  through. 

Wild  Huntsman.  This  to  dry  thee. 

[  He  advances.  Makes  mystic  signs.  A  trap  opens  in  the 
stage.  Thunder. 
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Rudolph.  Hi  !  what  art  thou  ?  The  earth  yawns.  Fiend 
avaunt  ! 


A  brazier  of  red  hot  charcoal  arises  through  trap. 

Wild  Huntsman  ( significantly .)  Dry  your  garment.  There’s 
plenty  more  where  that  comes  from — Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

[  Thunder. 

Rudolph.  I  scorn  thy  threat,  demon  of  the  wood — but  accept  thy 
charcoal. 

[He  warms  himself. 

Wild  Huntsman.  Miserable  mortal.  Thou  art  doomed.  Thou 
hast  accepted  charcoal  of  the  Wild  Huntsman  of  Germany.  Roast 
in  it  for  ever  ! 

[Huntsman  seizes  him. 

Rudolph.  Demon  hound — thus  do  I  repel  thee. 

[He  draws  his  sword.  Thunder.  The  Wild  Huntsman 
flourishes  a  tree  tom  up  by  the  roots.  Terrific  combat. 
Rudolph  is  disarmed.  The  Wild  Huntsman  closes  with  him 

Wild  Huntsman.  I  have  my  tribute.  Now  to  pay  it  ! 

[Low  melodramatic  music. 

Rudolph.  Ha  !  my  Sugarina  !  Los:  !  L'st  ! 

[  Blue  fire  and  thunder. 

WiUl  Huntsman. — comiades  caii  ir>>.  _  c.  me.  I  come  !  Ha  ! 
that  sound! 
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[ Solemn  music.  The  Nameless  One  rises  through  a  trap. 
He  is  masked,  and  is  clothed  from  top  to  toe  in  black. 

7  he  Nameless  one.  Demon  avaunt !  Listen  to  the  spell — 

Three — upon  that  crest  Alpine, 

Three — that  thou  mayest  peak  and  pine, 

Three — again  to  make  up  nine. 

[  Thunder. 

Wild  Huntsman.  I  know  the  curse — it  is  upon  my  soul.  Ha  ! 
ha !  ha  !  Ho  !  ho  !  ho  !  I  come.  I  come. 

[  Thunder.  He  descends  through  trap  amid  red  fire ,  leaving 
Rudolph  exhausted  on  the  stage. 

The  Nameless  One.  What  art  thou  ? 

Rudolph.  A  student  of  Gottingen.  A  poor  cotter’s  son  ! 

The  Nameless  One.  Not  so.  Thou  art  the  rightful  heir  to  the 
Baron  Gory  Goggles ! 

Rudolph.  Ha  !  And  thou  ? 

The  Nameless  One.  I  am  the  Haunted  Hangman  ! 

[  Thunder  and  lightning.  Tableau.  Drop  falls  on  Act  1. 


ACT  II. 

Scene. — A  Feudal  H*  U  in  the  Castle  oj  Gory  Goggles. 

Enter  Sugarma. 

Sugarina.  I  pine  for  my  Rudolph,  and  he  comes  not.  Ha  !  is  it 

indeed  true  that  I,  the  daughter  of  a  Baron,  lore  a  poor  peasant’s 
son  ! 

[  Enter  Baron,  Jester,  and  Retainers,  as  from  hunting — with 
spears. 


Chorus  of  Huntsmen, 
We  do  hunt  the  nimble  stag, 
On  the  mountain  bare  ; 
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And  bring  to  bay  the  grisly  boar, 

All  within  his  lair. 

Ta-ra-ra-tu-ra-rido  ! 

Rido,  rido,  ra  ! 

Baron.  Silence  !  or  I’ll  have  you  all  throttled  ! 

Jester.  Bravo  Rouse  !  Has  your  mother  sold  her  mangle  ? 
Bones  and  Blood.  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Baron.  Who  says  ha  !  ha  !  when  I  say  silence  ?  Ha  !  Bones 
and  Blood  ?  Hang  ’em  both — in  the  courtyard.  The  spectacle 

will  cheer  the  melancholy  of  my  beloved  daughter,  Sugarina ! 
Sugarina.  Alas  !  No  ! 

[. Bones  and  Blood  are  removed  in  custody. 
Baron.  Aud  now — where  is  the  hangman  ? 


Enter  the  Nameless  One  and  Rudolph . 


The  Nameless  One.  Here  ! 

Baron.  What  art  thou  ? 

Jester.  How  do  you  spell  your  name  by  candlelight,  uncle  ? 
The  Nameless  One.  Ha  !  Ha  !  ha  !  But  it  matters  not. 
Sugarina  (Aside).  It  is — it  is  my  Rudolph. 

[Rushes  into  his  arms. 
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Rudolph.  My  Sugarina  !  Oh  rapture  ! 

Baron.  Ha  !  What  means  this  ?  My  daughter  wed  a  peasant 
<churl.  Marry,  tie  her  up,  too,  Sir  Hangman. 

The  Nameless  One.  Never  !  Beware — your  days  are  numbered  ; 
and  your  doom  is  written  on  the  Castle  walls.  Behold  ! 

[  Thunder .  T he  following  legend  appears,  in  letters  of  fire 
on  the  flat. 

“  Gory  Goggles — list !  your  doom  ! 

You  must  go  into  the  tomb  !” 

Gory  Goggles.  Horror — the  fate  of  my  race  !  But  I  will  man 
myself,  and  resist  thee,  caitiff,  even  unto  the  death  ! 

\_He  draws  and  rushes  on  the  Nameless  One ,  who  also  draios. 
Combat.  Hurried  music.  The  Nameless  One  is  beaten 
down,  when  Sugarina  seizes  the  Baron's  hand,  and  Ru¬ 
dolph  presents  a  dagger  at  his  breast. 
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Boron.  Ha  !  My  daughter  turn  against  me.  All  is  indeed  lost. 

[  Thunder.  The  Wild  Huntsman  appears  as  if  exulting 
over  group.  Blue  fire.  Grand  tableau.  Drop  falls  m 
Act.  II. 

ACT  III. 

Scene  L — A  Dungeon  in  Gory  Goggles’  Castle.  Gory  Goggle* 
discovered  chained.  Stage  dark. 

Gory  Goggles.  The  Nameless  One  has  triumphed  ;  but  it  shall  be 
but  for  awhile.  I  have  a  s’.ave  who  does  my  bidding.  Demon  ! 
Arise  !  Appear  ! 

[  Thunder.  Wild  Huntsman  arises  through  trap. 


Huntsman.  What  would’st  thou  ? 

Gory  Goggles.  Liberty  and  vengeance  ! 

Huntsman.  Thou  shalt  have  neither.  You  forget — our  contract 
expires  to-night,  when  the  Castle  clock  strikes  twelve  ! 

Gory  Goggles.  Ha!  I  am  lost !  [Scene  closes. 

Scene  II. —  The  Courtyard  of  Gory  Goggles'  Castle.  A  gallows  is 
discovered  with  Blood  and  Bones  hanging  on  it.  A  vacant  space  is 
left  for  another  between  them.  Grand  procession  of  retainers , 
warriors,  Sfc.  Rudolph ,  splendidly  dressed,  leads  in  Sugarina — the 
Nameless  One,  still  masked,  follows  them. 

Rudolph  ( leading  Sugarina  to  seat  beneath  canopy ).  This  is  in¬ 
deed  happiness. 
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All.  Ila!  Hail  to  Baron  Gory  Goggles. 

Old  Peasant.  My  old  eyes  recognise  my  master. 

Jester.  My  eye.  Crikey — who’d  a  thought  it? 

Baron  Gory  Goggles.  This  ( pointing  to  Ii'lddtphJ  is  my  SOU,  the 
heir  to  my  domains. 

Rudolph.  My  Sire!  my  Sire! 

Baron  Gory  Goggles.  And  in  her  ( pointing  to  Sugarina),  no 
more  the  reputed  daughter  of  the  usurping  Baron,  behold  the  long 
lost  child  of  the  Duke  of  Bohemia! 

Sugarina.  Oh  joy — joy. 

Retainers.  Hail — all  hail. 

Baron.  And  now  let  justice  be  done.  Bring  in  the  culprit. 

[Enter  the  false  Baron ,  loaded  with  (Plains  and  guarded. 


Sugarina.  And  to  that  illustrious  stranger  we  owe  it  all. 

[ Pointing  to  the  Nameless  One. 

The  Nameless  One.  Stranger  and  nameless  no  longer.  The  task 
is  achieved — the  curse  expiated.  (  Throws  off  cloak  and  appears  in 
splendid  dress.)  Behold  your  long  lost  Lord.  I  am  the  rightful 
Baron  Gory  Goggles. 
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False  Baron.  My  hour  is  come.  The  clock  is  on  the  stroke)' 
twelve. 

True  Baron.  Put  him  between  Blood  and  Bones. 

False  Baron.  Mercy! 

[  The  Retainers  drag  him  to  the  gallows ,  put  rdpe  round 
neck  and  turn  him  off.  Just  then  the  clock  tolls  twelve , 
a  violent  clap  of  thunder  is  heard ,  and  the  Wild  Hunts¬ 
man  appears  through  trap  in  gallows,  pulls  the  Baron’s 
legs  -until  the  rope  breaks,  when  both  disappear  together  in 
a  flash  of  blue  fire. 


True  Baron.  So  perish  all  enemies  of  the  House  of  the  Gory 
Goggles! 

[ Grand  flourish  of  trumpets — Characters  form  groups  —  blue 
fire  and  grand  tableau. 
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THE  LTTTLE  BRASS  HOOK  IN  OUR 
PASSAGE  AT  HOME. 

BY  A  WELL-KNOWN  DOMESTIC  POETESS. 

Oh  yes,  I  remember,  right  well  I  remember 
The  Little  Brass  Hook  in  our  Passage  at  Home; 

And  while  memory  watches  her  tiniest  ember, 

That  Hook  from  my  heart  is  forbidden  to  roam. 

I  remember  so  well,  in  the  days  I  was  little, 

I  used  to  be  teased  by  our  family  cook, 

Who  always  remarked,  as  she  passed  with  the  kittle, 

“  Miss  Lizzy  will  never  reach  up  to  that  Hook.” 

I  resided  two  years  with  my  cousins  at  Chiswick, 

And  during  that  time  grew  remarkably  tall; 

For  air  I  consider  is  better  than  physic, 

And  regular  exercise  better  than  all. 

I  returned  to  our  house,  how  I  loved  every  rafter  ! 

The  first  thing  I  did  was  to  go  to  the  Hook  ; 

And  loud  was  the  outbreak  of  gratified  laughter. 

Which  told  that  “  Miss  Lizzy  ”  confuted  the  cook. 

The  triumph  was  over — long  sought,  but  how  fleeting  ! 

We  learn  it  alike  from  our  bosoms  and  books; 

And  Time,  the  great  lesson,  is  ever  repeating, 

Man’s  life  is  a  series  of  jumping  at  hooks. 

A  truce  to  a  train  of  unpleasant  reflection, 

We  are  but  the  bubbles  on  Destiny’s  foam  ; 

But  memory  shall  never  dissolve  her  connection 
With  the  Little  Brass  Hook  in  our  Passage  at  Home. 
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THE  GHOST  OF  CAESAR. 

A  CLASSIC  TALE. 


T  WAS  nearly  midnight,  all  was  silent 
in  the  Camp  of  Brutus,  save  where 
an  occasional  rustling  proclaimed 
that  a  warrior  was  blackleading  his 
armour  for  the  approaching  contest, 
with  the  troops  of  Mark  Antony, — the 
“  Dirty  Mark”  as  he  was  then  termed, 
in  consequence  of  his  having  taken  ad¬ 
vantage  of  permission  to  deliver  a  fu¬ 
neral  oration  over  the  body  of  Julius 
Caesar,  to  excite  his  countrvmen 
against  the  assassins  of  the  defunct 
hero. 

Brutus  sat  in  his  tent,  moody  and 
reflective.  Even  a  selection  of  melo¬ 
dies  with  which  his  foot-boy  favoured 
him,  was  insufficient  to  rouse  him  from  his  melancholy  ;  this 
might  have  been  that  the  music  being,  of  course,  strictly  classical, 
was  remarkably  dreary.  Weary  with  his  unsuccessful  exertions, 
the  minstrel  had  sunk  to  sleep  in  a  corner  of  the  tent. 

The  one  candle  by  which  the  noble  Roman  was  reading,  began 
to  burn  with  a  blueish  light,  but  as  this  is  a  peculiarity  natural 
to  Roman  candles,  Brutus  hardly  noticed  the  circumstance.  Sud¬ 
denly,  however,  the  curtains  of  the  tent  were  drawn,  and  Brutus  was 
aware  of  the  presence  of  a  tall  figure,  clothed  in  white,  or,  in 
other  words,  published  in  sheets.  Thinking  it  some  warrior  in  a  state 
of  somnambulism,  who  had  made  a  mistake  in  the  situation  of  his 
bed-room,  Brutus  calmly  inquired  the  name  oi  his  visitor  ;  in  a  hollow 
voice,  the  stranger  replied,  “  Caesar  the  alteration  in  his  counten- 
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ance,  caused  by  his  having  broken  his  nose  by  falling,  against  the 
base  of  Pompey’s  statue,  had  prevented  Brutus  from  recognising 
his  illustrious  victim. 

The  hair  of  Brutus  stood  erect,  in  that  style  which  is  still  called 


THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON. 


333 


by  his  name  ;  but,  subduing  his  emotion,  he  enquired  to  what  he  was 
indebted  for  the  unexpected  pleasure  of  the  visit  ? 

“Brutus,”  answered  the  apparition,  “I  am  thine  Evil  Genius.” 

“  Well,”  replied  Brutus,  “  if  you  are  a  Genius,  you  are  certainly 
by  no  means  a  bright  specimen  of  the  article.” 

The  Ghost  was  evidently  surprised  at  this  coolness,  “  so  differ¬ 
ent,”  as  he  expressed  it,  “  to  what  he  had  lately  been  accustomed 
V>.”  He  had  no  doubt  expected  that,  “  positively  his  first  appear¬ 
ance  since  his  assassination”  would  have  proved  a  tremendous  hit, 
and  was  proportionably  disappointed  at  his  failure.  So  as  he  per- 
eived  he  could  get  nothing  by  remaining  (the  supper  things  had 
dlbeen  cleared  away)  he  retreated,  merely  observing — 

‘  You’ll  see  me  again  at  Philippi.” 

“  Very  well,”  replied  Brutus,  taking  up  the  remains  of  the  candle 
to  light  him  out.  “  Au  revoir  ;  don’t  tread  on  the  boy — he’s 
asleep.” 

Whether  Brutus  ever  received  another  visit  from  the  apparition 
is  unknown,  for,  after  the  battle  of  Philippi,  finding  that  his  attempts 
at  falling  upon  the  enemy  were  not  crowned  with  success,  he  fell 
upon  his  own  sword,  and  thus  ran  through  his  own  existence  in  the 
most  approved  classical  manner. 


The  face  of  a  gentleman,  with  ruby  gills  and  jolly  nose,  has  been 
called  a  portrait  from  the  life  in  brandy-and-water  colour. 
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RAILWAY  TRAVELLERS. 

THE  FIRST  CLASS  PASSENGER. 

E  arriveth  perchance  in  a  car¬ 
riage  :  at  all  events  in  a  cab.  He 
hath  much  luggage,  and  payeth 
money  from  a  silk  purse  glitter¬ 
ing  with  steel  heads,  the  which 
hath  been  made  for  him  by  taper 
fingers  unused  to  harder  work. 
He  walketh  up  and  down  the 
platform  with  a  military  air,  the 
whiles  he  hummeth  the  Bridal 
Waltz.  He  liketh  not  his  trunk 
to  go  on  the  truck  ;  and  under- 
standeth  not  why  he  cannot  take  it  in  with  him.  He  buyeth  a  Morn¬ 
ing  Post ,  and  on  taking  his  seat  he  hangeth  his  hat  to  the  straps,  and 
adopteth  a  cap.  At  the  first  stoppage  he  pulleth  down  the  window 
a  little  way,  and  sayeth  “  What  station  is  this  ?”  Otherwise,  he  doth  not 
speak  the  whole  way,  thinking  no  inferior  malt  liquor  of  himself. 
He  putteth  his  legs  on  the  opposite  seat,  and  sleepeth — or  affecteth 
to  do  so — not  a  little.  He  looketh  upon  the  policemen  at  country 
stations,  and  sayeth  “  Hi  !”  when  he  wisheth  to  address  them.  He 
knoweth  men  in  the  Guards  and  “  Seventeenth,”  and  also  at  Cam¬ 
bridge  :  and,  on  arriving,  goeth  to  an  hotel  of  heavy  charges. 

THE  SECOND  CLASS  PASSENGER. 

He  arriveth  at  the  station  in  an  omnibus,  and  hath  but  small  effects. 
He  keepeth  his  money  in  a  leather  bag,  and  weareth  remarkable 
gloves,  with  fingers  too  long,  so  that  it  is  a  matter  of  some  difficulty 
>  take  up  a  sixpence  with  them,  from  the  clerk's  desk.  He  re- 
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gpecteth  the  policemen.  He  struggleth  to  sit  “  with  his  back  to  the 
horses”  as  he  facetiously  termeth  the  engine,  and  is  great  in  rugs 
and  comforters,  and  coats  with  mighty  turn-up  collars.  He  buyeth 
a  Man  in  the  Moon,  and  getteth  jolly  thereon,  albeit  he  doth  not 
understand  all  the  allusions.  If  he  be  of  a  jocose  turn  of  mind,  he 
telleth  an  old  lady  near  him,  that  when  they  want  the  engine  to  go 
very  fast,  they  put  gin  and  water  in  the  boiler.  On  Monday  after¬ 
noon,  in  the  down  train,  he  knoweth  every  field  along  the  line,  and 
who  it  belongs  to  ;  and  speaketh  much  of  turnips  and  drills.  When 
the  engine  whistleth,  on  approaching  the  terminus,  he  facetiously 
remarketh,  “  Oh  dear,  you’re  very  bad,  ain’t  you  ?”  He  carrieth 
his  luggage  from  the  train  himself,  and  goeth  home  in  a  spring  cart, 
or  to  a  commercial  inn. 

THE  THIRD  CLASS  PASSENGER. 

He  walketh  to  the  station  :  and  hath  no  luggage  at  all  except  a 
stick.  He  keepeth  his  money  nowhere,  inasmuch  as  he  hath  none  to 
keep,  except  the  exact  fare  tied  in  the  corner  of  a  handkerchief. 
He  hath  a  head-dress  of  dogskin,  and  weareth  highlows,  whereof 
he  is  not  particular  about  the  strings.  He  maketh  friends  with  a 
Gosport  sailor,  who  giveth  him  strong  drinks  from  a  flat  green  bottle  ; 
and  to  whom  he  revealeth  the  cause  of  his  journey.  He  doth  not 
gay  “Hi!”  to  the  policeman,  but  calleth  him  “young  man,”  and 
looketh  upon  him  as  an  authority.  He  getteth  down  at  some  station 
not  generally  known  ;  and  when  on  the  ground  smileth  pleasantly 
at  the  train,  as  though  he  had  accomplnhed  a  facetious  feat.  He 
buveth  no  periodical,  as  in  most  cases  his  learning  is  as  limited  as 
his  means,  but  borroweth  a  time-paper  to  read  for  entertainment. 
He  knoweth  not  what  are  gloves,  or  umbrellas  ;  but  registereth  an 
old  sack  into  a  paletot,  which  it  in  a  measure  resembleth  ;  and  when 
it  is  not  on  he  sitteth  on  it.  He  hath  never  been  known  to  have  his 
ticket  ready  when  it  was  wanted,  and  usually  produceth  it  from  his 
cuff,  or  an  abnormal  waistcoat  pocket,  which  hath  merged  into  the 
lining.  He  appeareth  insensible  to  cold,  and  never  catcheth  one. 
After  leaving  the  station  he  vanishes  at  once,  and  is  seen  no  more. 
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“  I  AM;  SUIIE,  MAMMA,  I  DON’T  SEE  WHY  YOU  SHOULD  OBJECT  TO  31 Y 
KEEPING  THE  BOUQUET  ARTHUR  HAS  SENT  ME.  I  WAS  FIFTEEN 
YESTERDAY,  AND  I  KNOW  HIS  INTENTIONS  ARE  HONOURABLE  !” 


A  lady  of  our  acquaintance,  since  the  demise  of  her  husband, 
has  taken  to  spoking  cigars.  We  do  not  know  the  kind,  but  pre¬ 
sume,;  that  they  are  widow’s,  weeds. 
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MY  JENNY. 

A  LAY  OF  LUMLEY. 

“  Jenny  scait  quoi." — French  Idiom. 

“  Jenny  knows  what’s  what.” — English  Translation. 

H  !  WHEN  by  all  my  troupe  forsaken, 
And  Beale  had  all  my  singers  taken, 
Who  just  appeared  to  save  my  bacon, 

My  Jenny  ! 

Who  was  it  I  at  last  cajoled, 

To  break  her  word  for  British  gold. 

By  which  the  Poet  Bunn  was  sold, 

My  Jenny  ! 


Who  is  this  Swedish  nightingale, 

Of  whom  each  told  a  different  tale, 

“  She’d  rival  Grisi,”  “  No — she’d  fail,” 

My  Jenny  ! 

Alboni,  Castellan,  or  Grisi, 

Are  tolerable,  and  may  please  ye, 

But  where’s  the  girl  who’ll  beat  them  easy, 

My  Jenny  ! 

Who  made  so  brilliant  a  debut. 

And  such  an  awful  audience  drew. 

That  all  soprani  pallid  grew. 

My  Jenny  ! 

Who  is’t  I  hope  will  still  remain. 

Because  I  can  foresee,  with  pain, 

All’s  up  when  she’s  gone  back  again, 

My  Jenny ! 
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THE  SIEGE  OF  GIBRALTAR. 

(From  the  Journal  of  a  Spectator  in  the  Surrey  Zoological .) 

SUMMER’S  sun  shone  gaily  down — 
the  evening  of  the  siege — upon  Cam¬ 
berwell  and  Cantabria.  It  gleamed 
alike  on  Walworth  and  the  Rock. 
The  Mediterranean  was  as  calm  as 
a  mill  pond — and  upon*  its  glassy 
bosom  many  ducks  and  other  water 
fowl  of  astonishing  tameness,  dis¬ 
ported  themselves.  From  tone  to 
time  the  roaring  of  lions,  tigers, 
hyenas,  and  others  of  the  wild  beast 
tribe,  was  heard  upon  the  water, 
probably  coming  from  the  opposite 
coast  of  Africa.  Running  the  eye 
up  the  Spanish  coast,  beyond  the 
Rock,  a  wonderful  bridge — apparently  an  hundred  miles  in  length  or 
so,  and  gaily  illuminated,  as  the  dusk  gathered,  with  coloured 
lamps — strode  with  three  gigantic  arches  over'  the  summer  sea. 
Wonderful  to  relate*  along  this  bridge  passed  and  repassed,  shapes 
of  men  and  women,  many  of  whom  were  taller  than  the  highest 
steeple  in  the  town  of  Gibraltar.  The  appearance  of  these  por¬ 
tents  naturally  indicated  the  advent  of  a  bloody  battle. 

And  in  due  time,  the  coming  event  followed  its  shadow.  The 
Spanish  fleet  had  hitherto  lairt  in  Silence  underneath  the  frowning 
batteries  of  the  Reck.  Suddenly  a  vast  man  of  war — modeled  like 
a  punt — and  propelled  by  one  gigantic  figure  with  a  pole — glided 
from  the  shore  to  one  of  the  divisions  of  the  combined  fleet.  All 
was  expectation.  A  rocket  presently  rose,  thrown  up  either  by  the 
Spanish  sailors,  or  by  a  numerous  colony  of  monkeys,  who  dwell 
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upon  that  portion  of  the  Mediterranean  coast.  A  curious  pheno¬ 
menon  followed.  The  whole  of  the  fortress,  the  town,  and  the  baj, 
were  straightway  illuminated — by  some  unseen  blaze — probably  a 
reflection  of  a  distant  eruption  of  Mount  Etna.  It  was,  however, 
the  signal  for  hostilities,  and  exactly  at  nine  minutes  after  nine,  the 
Spanish  fleet  opened  its  fire,  by  pitching  a  roman  candle — or  rather, 
from  its  diminutive  size,  a  projectile  which  might  be  called  a  roman 
rushlight — at  nothing  in  particular.  A  fierce  discharge  of  squibs, 
lired  first  from  the  rock,  and  answered  by  the  besieging  fleet  with 
fusillades  of  crackers,  showed  that  the  contest  had  fairly  begun. 
Projectiles  of  a  curious  nature,  and  the  use  of  which  appeared  prin¬ 
cipally  to  be  to  burst  in  the  air  and  discharge  showers  of  coloured 
sparks,  followed  each  other  in  rapid  succession.  Heavy  guns, 
capable  of  carrying  56  and  64  grain  shot,  answered  each  other 
constantly.  Town,  fortress,  and  fleet,  were  soon  wrapped  in  smoke. 
Presently  three  church  steeples  in  Gibraltar  took  fire  at  the  same 
moment,  burned  in  the  same  way,  and  tumbled  down  in  the  same 
direction.  The  fire  became  hotter  and  hotter.  The  frightened 
ducks  flew  no  one  knew  whither.  The  discharge  of  squibs, 
crackers,  roman  candles,  and  popguns  was  terrific,  when  suddenly 
two  or  three  of  the  battering  craft  took  fire  ;  their  sides,  wonderful 
to  relate,  tumbled  wholesale,  and,  as  if  turning  upon  hinges,  and 
guided  by  ropes  into  the  water,  disclosing  one  mass  of  fiery  ruin. 
The  fort  blazed  away  fiercer  than  ever.  Spouts  of  coloured  fire 
rose  into  the  air — Spanish  sailors  were  seen  clinging  in  immovable 
.attitudes  amid  the  burning  wreck — until  at  length,  amid  a  crowning 
volley  of  terrific  crackers,  the  clang  of  a  brass  band  playing 
“  God  save  the  Queen/’  told  the  ears  of  Europe,  in  case  its  eyes 
should  not  have  observed  the  fate  of  the  day,  that  Gibraltar  was 
saved,  the  combined  fleet  beaten  off,  a  town  and  a  dozen  men  of 
war  burned— and  all  in  about  seven  minutes.  We  regard  the  de¬ 
fence  of  Gibraltar  at  the  Surrey  Gardens,  then,  as  one  of  the' most 
splendid  military  achievements  on  record. 
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THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON'S  COMPLETE 
SPEECH-MAKER. 

HE  Man  in  the  Moon  sat  in  his 
study,  apart  from  the  busy  world, 
musing  upon  great  things,  and  en¬ 
tertaining  high  aspirations.  Before 
him  lay  the  virgin  foolscap  — -  before 
him  the  brimming  ink-bottle — soon 
to  pour  forth  its  contents  in  liquid 
lines  of  wit  and  wisdom.  So  the 
Man  in  the  Moon  pondered.  The 
fact  is,  he  was  fishing  in  his  brains 
for  matter  for  an  article.  He  let  the 
hook  of  acuteness — transfixing  the 
bait  of  necessity — down  into  the 
pure  water  of  fertility,  and  bobbed 
for  an  idea.  And  presently  the  nerves 
which  served  for  a  line  were  gently 
tugged.  The  mind-angler  paused 
for  a  moment — then  gave  a  hearty 
jerk.  The  barb  was  instantly  deep  in 
the  jaws  of  a  notion.  The  hooked 
thing  wriggled  and  floundered  desperately — sometimes  appearing, 
so  to  speak,  on  the  surface,  and  so  giving  the  liveliest  hopes  of  a 
-  capture  ;  anon  darting  deep  into  the  dim  caverns  of  the  brain, 

,  where  the|MAN  in  the  Moon  much  feared  that  he  would  snap  the 
Jackie,  and  be  lost  for  ever.  There  was  better  luck,  however  ;  a 
>  little  coaxing — a  little  management — a  fathom  of  the  line  now  out— 
now  in — and  at  length  the  prey  lay  gasping  in  the  sweet  air — or,  to 
drop  metaphor,  appeared  to  the  eye  in  the  form  of  the  words  with 
which  wediave  headed  this  article. 
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The  Man  in  the  Moon,  then,  considering  the  awful  amount  of 
oratorical  destitution  now  prevalent,  determined  to  write  a  complete 
Speech-maker,  and  dedicate  it  to  the  Speaker  of  the  House  of 
Commons  ;  at  the  same  time,  expressing  a  hope  that  each  of  the 
members  of  that  illustrious  body  would  purchase  a  copy. 

N.B.  Five  shillings,  boards,  and  no  credit  given  to  the  Irish 
members. 

No  sooner  said  than  done.  The  book — a  treasury  of  thoughts 
which  breathe  so  hard  that  they  may  be  said  to  snore,  and  words 
that  burn  so  fiercely  as  almost  to  set  the  paper  on  fire — is  now  com¬ 
pleted  ;  but,  before  the  volume  is  launched  into  the  arms  of  a 
breathless  universe,  the  Man  in  the  Moon  has  bountifully  deter¬ 
mined — with  that  peculiar  overflowing  of  love  towards  his  species, 
which  so  peculiarly  characterises  him — to  gladden  the  eyes  of  hu¬ 
manity  with  a  few  Pisgah  glances  or,  as  they  may  be  called, 
penny  peeps  of  the  promised  volume,  trusting  that  the  snack  will 
make  the  recipient  ravenous  for  the  meal. 

To  proceed  at  once  to  business  :  we  have  selected  a  few  popular 
topics — for  oratorical  treatment — and  below  we  subjoin  those 
priceless  bricks  of  Babel. 

FRAGMENT  OF  A  SPEECH  FOR  THE  FILTH-OF- 

TOWNS’  PARTY. 

Gentlemen — The  Constitution  is  endangered.  (Hear).  They  have 
attacked  our  vested  rights  in  filth.  (Loud  Cheers.)  What  will 
follow  ? — Gentlemen,  the  altar  and  the  throne  will  go  with  the 
dunghill  and  the  dust  heap.  (Sensation.)  It  is  time,  then,  to  be  up 
and  doing — let  your  cry  be  Typhus  and  Local  Management. 
(Cheers.)  Rally  round  your  stenches, — shall  we  be  clean  because  a 
despot  bids  us  ?  (Cries  of  no,  no.)  Perish  the  thought.  (Bravo.) 
Three  cheers  for  dirt  !  (Loud  and  long  continued  cheering.) 
Are  we  not  Englishmen  ?  (Hear.)  Is  it  not,  therefore,  a  breach 
of  our  constitutional  privileges  to  have  the  streets  swept  by  a  cen- 
ral  board  ?  (Cheers.)  Yes — cleanliness  and  Magna  Charta  are 
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incompatible.  (Cheers.)  Where  would  be  the  Habeas  Corpus, 

sewers  are  to  be  emptied  ?  (Hear.)  No  !  no  !  I  for  one  stand 
up  for  vermin  !  (Applause.)  Let  us  be  united.  (We  will.)  Let 
all  who  oppose  Lord  Morpeth’s  Bill  form  themselves  into  a  holy 
brotherhood— a  giant  league — and  let  its  name  be  the  Dirty  Club. 
(Enthusiastic  cheering.) 

FBAGMENT  OF  A  SPEECH  FOB  EXETEB  HALL. 

My  Friends — You  little  know  what  fearful  clouds  darken  the  po¬ 
litico-theological  horizon.  (Hear.)  It  was  only  yesterday  that  an 
Italian  monk  called  Corpodibacco—  the  chief  of  the  Jesuits — was 
seen  in  a  gin  shop,  in  the  Seven  Dials*  (Groans.)  What: could 
he  have  been  doing  there  ?  (Hear.)  Those  who  do  not  agree 
with  us,  and  who  are,  therefore,  infidels  and  blasphemers  (cheers, 
and  cries  of  too  true),  will  say  that  he  probably  only  went  there  to 
refresh  his  outward  man  with  a  glass  of  stout,  or  any  other  grateful 
beverage. — Alas,  no  !  (Groans.)  She  of  Bome'has  her  agents  in 
all  palaces  alike — the  Boyal  and  the  Gin.  (Hear,  hear.)  My 
friends-^I  am  in  a  position  to  state  that  at  that  Wine  Vaults,  which 
is  called  the  “  St.  Peter’s  Arms”  (Groans)  and  which  is  kept  by  a 
cardinal  who  passes  for  a  licensed  victualler,  under  the  humble  ap¬ 
pellation  of  Pltiffer  (Oh  !  and  groans) — at  that  Gin  Palace,  at  this 
moment,  and  with  the  full  consent  and  approbation  of  Lord  John 
Bussell  and  Sir  Bobert  Peel,  who  are  both  parties  to  the  plot — is,  I 
say,  being  organised  a  fearful  conspiracy,  to  wash  the  Dome  of  St. 
Paul’s  with  Protestant  blood.  (Cries  of  horror.)  The  massacre  to 
take,  place  on  the  first  of  April  next.  (Awful  sensation,  and  , 
nineteen  old  ladies  carried  out  fainting,  on  shutters. 

FBAGMENT  OF  A  SPEECH  ON  THE  CUBBENCY. 

(N.B.  Utter  unintelligibility  is  here  absolutely  requisite— and 
grammar  is  never  expected.) 

Gentlemen — what  then  is  to  be  done  in  a  crisis  at  which  we  see 
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the  Bank  contracting  its  bullion,  and  the  exchanges  becoming  so  much 
convertible  ■  currency — heightened  as  they  are  by  the  drain  of  gold 
produced  by  the  standard  of  Queen  Elizabeth  and  the  panic  of 
1825  ?  (Hear.)  We  are  told  that  the  floating  medium  as  repre¬ 
sented  by  an  equivalent  amount  of  the  precious  metals  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  course  of  the  imports  of  corn  from  Odessa  and  the  other 
ports  on  the  Black  Sea,  which  are  much  affected  by  the  gold  of  the 
Urial  mountains  as  well  as  by  the  accommodation  which  the  Bank 
is  unable  to  afford  upon  paper  discounted  at  a  falling  off  in  interest 
of  7  per  cent — a  state  of  things  which  so  far  as  the  convertibility 
of  the  currency  and  the  frequent  calls  upon  the  shareholders  in 
railways  goes,  must  necessarily  occasion  that  panic  in  the  money 
market,  which  considering  the  state  of  the  foreign  exchanges  and 
the  quantity  of  bullion  locked  up  by  the  act  of  1844 — operate  in  all 
instances  to  the  disadvantage  of  holders  of  reduced  Consols  in  the 
ratio  of  1 1£  to.  13|r— the  amounts  respectively  being  multiples  of 
the  actual  amount  of  circulating  medium  afloat  in  the  different 
branches  of  industry  to  which  a  paper  currency  would  give  stability 
and  monetary  importance  in  the  share  market.  ('Loud  cries  of 
hear,  hear.)  Thus,  Gentlemen,  I  think  I  have  made  out  the  pro¬ 
position-,  with  which  I  started.  (Loud  cheers.) 


Caustic  axd  Acoustic. — So  wretched  is  the  New  House  of 
Lords  in  an  acoustic  point  of  view,  that  none  of  their  Lordships 
have  been  heard  to  speak  a  word  of  sense  in  it  since  the  doors  were 
opened.  The  Hduse,  however,  has  been  always  considered  to  be 
an  echo-tistical  one. 


More  Haste  less  Speed. — Mr.  Barry  has  been  ordered  to 
erect  fourteen  new  Committee  Rooms  at  the  New  Houses  with  all 
speed.  He  has,  consequently,  buckled  strenuously  to  work,  and  has 
half  given  his  promise,  that  the  first  will  be  completed  (all  but  the 
upholstery  work)  by  the  end  of  the  next  Parliament. 
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LAYS  OF  THE  MORNING  AFTER. 

No.  IV. 


THE  CARD  PARTY. 

EAVY  on  the  laden  spirits  press  the 
thoughts  of  pleasure  past. 

Weary  is  the  morn  that  follows  on  a  night 
that’s  been  too  fast. 

Doubly  painful  is  the  musing  that  a  fort¬ 
night’s  cash  is  spent, 

And  to  pay  a  friend’s  advances  that  the 
money  must  he  sent. 

Why,  my  bad  success  at  whist,  oh  !  could  I  not  contented  bear? 
’Stead  of  trying  at  that  three-card  loo  my  losses  to  repair. 

What’s  the  demon  that  could  tempt  me  so  to  drive  against  my  fate  ? 
Or  what  madness  could  possess  me  thus  my  luck  to  overrate? 

Was  it  that  the  soft  seduction  of  the  milk-punch  turn’d  my  brain, 
Curdling  all  my  calm  discretion  into  proud  and  fierce  disdain  ? 
Changing  into  rash  defiance  all  the  thoughts  that  prudence  urged, 
Till  my  still  declining  fortunes  at  the  last  on  ruin  verged. 

Less  exhausting  to  the  pocket — less  destructive  to  the  head, 

I  could  have  gone  to  the  Opera,  and  supp’d  gaily  ere  my  bed  ; 
Could  have  heard  the  Swedish  songstress  trill  her  long  melodious 
shake  ; 

Could  have  seen  the  witch  Carlotta,  her  wild  bounds  of  gladness 
make  ; 

Or,  what’s  better  still — have  listened  to  Alboni’s  glorious  voice  . 

A  ad  have  heard  her  gay  and  reckless,  in  the  face  of  death  rejoice. 
Then  the  Borgia’s  woes,  and  not  my  own,  had  occupied  my  brain. 
Memory  would  have  fondly  cherished  that  wild  Bacchanalian  strain. 
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But  ’tis  now  no  use  lamenting,  o’er  what  cannot  be  undone  j 
I  have  had  my  night’s  amusement,  and  paid  dearly  for  my  fun  ! 
But  whilst  operas  are  open,  or  e’en  Weippert’s  galoppades, 

I  will  no  more  trust  for  pleasure  to  the  chances  of  the  cards  ! 


CELEBRATED  SCULPTURES. 


A  IIEAVE  AT  THE  FOUNTAIN 


346 


THE'iM&N  :mrTm>wtoom 


ELIGIBLE  INVESTMENT! 

TO  BE  SOLD  BY  AUCTION, 
(Unless  previously  disposed  of  by  Private  Contract) 


THE  SHAKSPERE  HOUSE, 


situated  in  Henley-street,  Stratford-upon-  Avon,  Warwickshire. 

This  compact  little  residence,  popularly  supposed  to  contain  the 
room  in  which  William  Shakspere  was  born,  offers 

A  MINE  OF  WEALTH 

to  the’Tortunate  purchaser.  The  .shillings  tumble  in  from  the 
pockets  of 

PILGRIMS  TO  THE  SHRINE, 
to  the  amount  of  two  or  three  pounds  per  day  ;  and  a  considerable 
sum  is  also  realized  by  the  sale  of  views,  at  present  the  perquisite 
of  the  housekeeper;  bat  which,  if  kept  in  the;  hands  of  the  real 
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occupant,  may  contribute  towards 

A  PRINCELY  FORTUNE. 

It  is  gratifying  to  the  admirers  of.  native  talent  to  know  that, 
whilst  nearly  every  important  incident  in  the  life  of 

THE  BARD  OF  AVON 

is  totally  unauthenticated,  still  tradition  has  handed  down  the 
exact  locality  in  which 

SHAKSPERE  FIRST  SAW  THE  LIGHT. 

The  tenement,  which  is  freehold,  is  subjected  to 
A  VERY  TRIFLING  CHARGE 
of  not  being  “  the  original  house,”  some  affirming  that  the  bard 
was  born  at  Ingon  Farm  on  the  road  to  the  former  achievements  of 

GUY,  EARL  OF  WARWICK, 

and  others,  that  he  came  into  the  world  in  Greenhill-street.  In  the 
emphatic  words  of  the  race-course  professors  of  the  pea  and  thimble, 
before  they  were  put  down  by  law, 

DIFFERENT  PEOPLE  HAS  DIFFERENT  OPINIONS, 
but  they  have  not  as  yet  interfered  with  the  shillings. 

THE  STRATFORD  JUBILEE 
was  this  year  distinguished  by  an  unusual  accession  of  the  most 
devoted  followers  of  our  great  Poet. 

MR.  DOUGLAS  JERROLD, 

whose  admirable  paper,  in  a  late  number  of  Funch,  on  the  visit  of 

HER  MAJESTY  QTJEEN  VICTORIA 
to  Stratford-upon-Avon,  excited  so  much  attention,  threw  over  all 
his  engagements  to  attend  and  do  hor.  )ur  to  the  festival.  The 
meeting  was  also  graced  by  the  presence  of 

Mr.  Macready,  Mr.  Charles  Knight, 

Mr.  Otway,  Mr.  Phelps, 

and  many  leading  members  of 

THE  SHAKSPERE  .SOCIETY, 
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whose  eagerness  to  attend  showed  that  their  love  of  “  Gentle  Will” 
was  not  confined  to  merely  writing  or  speaking  about  him,  but  that 
they  put  themselves  to  any  inconvenience  to  be  present. 

THE  VISITORS’  BOOK 

is  a  fortune  in  itself.  Every  page  so  teems  with  autographs  that  it 
might  be  sold  singly  for  a  large  sum. 

It  is  said  that 

[THE  NEW  WORLD 

is  about  to  possess  the  Shakspere  House,  which  will  be  removed 
piecemeal  and  rebuilt  on  the  Broadway,  New  York.  This  should 
not  be  allowed  ;  nor  will 

THE  SONS  OF  BRITAIN 

permit  it.  Or  else,  St.  Paul’s,  Westminster  Abbey,  the  Nelson 
Column,  and  even  Windsor  Castle,  and  Aldgate  Pump,  may  be  the 
next  edifices  taken  in  steamers  over 

THE  WIDE  ATLANTIC. 


POT  COMPANIONS. 
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MR.  WORDSWORTH'S  ODE, 

ON  THE  INSTALLATION  OF  H.R.H.  PRINCE  ALBERT 
AT  CAMBRIDGE,  JUNE,  1847. 

(Exclusive.) 

I. 

Sons  of  the  Cara,  awake  ! 

Come,  stir,  ye  sleeping  elves ; 

Arise,  or  else  your  Prince  will  take 
A  rise  out  of  yourselves. 

Fast  man,  come  breakfast  faster, 

Slow  man,  drink  off  your  sloe; 

Proctor  and  doctor,  gyp  and  master, 

Do  show  some  little  go! 

Ye  Principals,  majestical  move  on; 

And  all  ye  Dons,  come  rolling  like  the  Don. 

H. 

We’ve  our  Field  Marshal  now, 

Let  Isis’  pride  be  o’er; 

Those  sons  of  Oxon  shall  not  cow 
Our  spirits  as  of  yore. 

“  Pig”  of  St.  JohD, 

With  “Fox”  of  Bonn, 

Henceforth  in  learning’s  feast  go  snacks; 

And  Germany 
Shall  crowd  to  see 
Our  Cambridge  races  run  in  Saxe. 

III. 

Where'art  thou,  learned  Whewell  ! 

Thy  “Euge  !”  haste  and  utter; 
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If  tired  of  giving  freshmen  gruel, 

Come,  give  the  Prince  fresh  butter. 

If  all  be  true  that  Cantabs  state, 

Thy  cant-  ability  is  great. 

Come,  meek  of  speech,  and  bland  of  style, 

Come,  smile  as  thou  wert  wont  to  smile. 

At  fairs,  you  know,  for  hats  they  grin, 

Bat  here  for  mitres— come,  begin. 

Lack  you  a  theme  for  laughter? — better 
Think  of  your  own  election  letter; 

Or  of  your  epitaph — “Here  Whewell  lies, 

Master  of  Arts— that  caused  himself  to  rise.” 

IV. 

Throw  up  your  caps  in  fury;  0  ! 

Shout  till  you’re  hot  and  red, 

Tam  Marti,  qnarn  Mercurio, 

Dear  is  your  chosen  head. 

He  holds  a  baton — and  it’s  true 
That  Wellington  can’t  carry  two. 

Waste  ye  the  midnight  oil  by  pails; 

Your  chieftain  claims  the  Prince  of  Whales. 

At  home  his  window- view  explores 
Those  classic  scenes  displayed, 

Where  grateful  science  still  adores 
Her  Henry’s  holy  shade. 

He’s  fit  to  rule,  with  gifts  like  these,  ’ 

Cam — nay  Kamskatcha — if  he  please. 

** - - - —  ; 

Sad  but  True. — Hamlet’s  father  was  sent  out  of  the  world 
“  unanealed.”  Had  he  lived  in  the  present  day,  he  could  hardly 
have  walked  his  chalks  “  un-Lucy-neaLed,” — £What  are  the  police 
about  ?]  '  ’ 
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HOUSEHOLD  SURGERY. 

We  have  seen — in  a  shop  window — a  book  with  the  above  delect¬ 
able  title.  What  a  notion  the  author  must  have  of  fire-side  enjoy¬ 
ments.  His  idea  of  a  “  Cut  and  come  again  ”  has,  probably,  re¬ 
ference  rather  to  the  legs  of  humanity  than  the  legs  of  muttons. 

We  would  recommend,  in  the  event  of  the  success  of  the  work 
under  discussion,  another,  to  be  called  “  Amputation  for  the  Mil¬ 
lion,”  which  might 'be  followed,  again,  by  a  companion  volume,  en¬ 
titled — “  Every  Man  his  own  Lithotomist.”  Really,  the  notion  of 
teaching  a  family  how  to  cut  and  carve  each  other,  is  as  novehas  it 
will  prove  economical.  We  presume  that  household  implements 
will  be  employed  in  “  household  surgery.”  Carving-knives  will  be 
thus  invested  with  new  duties,  and  we  dare  say  there  are  some 
frightful  operations,  in  which  a  spit  and  a  cleaver  might  figure  with 
advantage.  Attics,  being  lighted  from  the  ceiling,  might  be  turned 
into  capital  anatomical  theatres  ;  and  grandmothers — instead  of 
wasting  their  time  upon  the  proverbial,  but  undignified  employ¬ 
ment  of  sucking  eggs— will  come  out  as  slashing  operators  of  great 
nerve  and  vigour,  who  think  nothing  of  cutting  down  on  an  aneu¬ 
rism,  or  jerking  into  their  places  the  bones  of  a  dislocated  shoulder. 
For  our  own  part,  not  being  proud,  we  should  be  content  .with 
Liston  ;  and  should  we  chance  to  knock  in  a  bit  of  our  skull  by  an 
awkward  fall  down  stairs  some  night  after  supper,  wre  shall  assur¬ 
edly  no  more  dream  of  Betty  the  cook  trepanning  our  head,  than 
we  should  of  that  amiable  but  greasy  female,  trepanning  our  heart. 


The  Notes  ake  Stopped. — A  Mistef  Smith  has  been  singing 
Henry  Russell’s  songs— without  acknowledgment  in  his  bills.  We 
don’t  know  and  don’t  care  whether  Smith  one  -of  the  tribe  of 
musical  niggers  or  no,  but  at  all  events  he  could  play  a  rattling 
accompaniment  to  Russell’s  music,  as  he  has  already  shown  his 
skill  in  bone— ing  it. 
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DID  YOU  EVER, - ? 

Did  you  ever  ride  in  an  omnibus  in  which  there  was  not  a  fat 
woman  ? 

Did  you  ever  read  “  Paradise  Lost  ”  right  through  from  the 
first  to  the  last  line  ? 

Did  you  ever  come  across  a  pious  cabman  ? 

Did  you  ever  see  any  chance  of  Lord  George  Bentinck  becoming 
an  eminent  stateman  ? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  policeman  who  had  “  conscientious  scruples 
against  taking  an  oath  ”  ? 

Did  you  ever  know  a  “  mistake  ”  in  a  tradesman’s  bill  to  his 
own  disadvantage  ? 

Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  debate  in  the  House  Lords  in  which,  if 
Lord  Brougham  was  present,  he  did  not  speak  ? 

Did  you  ever  derive  a  very  clear  idea  from  this  line — of  frequent 
occurrence  in  Parliamentary  reports — “  Mr.  So-and-so  explained”? 

Did  you  ever  get  to  the  bottom  of  the  sixth  tumbler  of  toddy 
without  feeling  an  inclination  to  talk  about  poetry  and  meta¬ 
physics  ? 

Did  you  ever  meet  an  uncommonly  dreary  University  man  who 
had  not  taken  high  honours  ? 


A  TUFT  HUNTEB, 
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THE  SPIRIT  IN  THE  BATH. 

A  TALE. 


BY  EUGENE  SUE. 


Qls  2i>  8eaAe0  tv  vvfxWiyared  k6ks  avd  fivWs. 

Diodorus  Siculus. 


N  THE  topmost  glacier  of 
Snowdon,  where  everlasting 
ice  opposes  an  eternal  wall  of 
diamond  to  the  northern 
blast,  there  sat  a  ghost. 

It  was  colourless,  save  that 
the  gleams  of  its  fiery  eyes 
shone  amid  the  twilight  and 
the  snow  like  twin  beacons. 

It  was  the  last  night  of  the 
year. 

The  chimes  of  twelve  coun¬ 
tries  announced,  that  in  seven 
hours  the  Ocean  of  Time 
would  receive  its  youngest 
child  and  victim. 

Then  the  ghost  looked  to 
the  four  points  of  the  com¬ 
pass,  and  groaned  piteously. 
A  cloud  swept  over  the  star-spangled  robe  of  night, 
and  eleven  stars  were  shrouded  from  the  spirit’s 
gaze.  It  groaned,  but  this  time  in  submissive  agony 


and  terror. 
The  fores: 
No  6 


crashed  as  before  a  whirlwind,  and  masses  of  ice 

z 
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were  hurled  hither  and  thither  in  the  air,  like  chaff  before  the 
winnower. 

The  ghost  rose,  and  looked  East. 

A  fiend  was  on  the  gale,  and  in  its  hand  it  held  a  scourge  of  fire. 
Yelling  frightfully,  the  ghost  fled,  but  after  it  flew  the  swifter  de¬ 
mon.  Then  horrible  shrieks  were  heard  above  the  storm,  which 
whirled  both  fiends  far  away  into  the  distant  horizon. 

*  *  *  *  * 

Yiolette,  the  grisette,  was  finishing  her  toilet.  As  she  drew  the 
tiniest  shoe  Madame  de  Bas  had  ever  sold,  upon  the  tiniest  foot 
Madame  de  Bas  had  ever  seen,  there  was  a  knock  at  her  door,  on 
the  cinquieme  etage. 

“  Ah  !  Adolphe — a  moment.” 

“  Nay,  Yiolette,”  and  the  handsome  young  artificer  entered  the 
little  apartment. 

“Dearest  Adolphe.  But  you  had  no  business  to  come  in,  Mon¬ 
sieur,  do  you  see?  ” 

“Dearest  Yiolette,  see,  here  is  some  jessamine  for  you.” 


“Ah!  how  1  love  flowers!  ” 
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But  are  they  about  to  be  married  ?  The  question  is  a  little  indis- 
discreet.  Besides,  how  can  the  poor  afford  to  marry?  Let  [us 
divide  the  number  of  litres  of  wheat  by  the  number  of  kilogrammes 
of  potatoes  which  enter  Paris  in  a  year,  and  then,  averaging  the  - 
metre  and  the  hectare ,  it  is  clear  that  the  number  of  decimetres  will  . 
be  as  four  to  seven.  Then  the  tax,  to  say  nothing  of  the  octroi , 
&c.  & c. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

“  The  bath  is  ready,  my  Lord,”  said  the  dentist,  shuddering. 

“  It  is  well,”  said  Carl.  “  Bring  her  in.” 

The  hideous  old  crone  was  dragged  into  the  magnificent  cham¬ 
ber.  She  struggled,  she  fought,  she  cursed,  she  howled,  she  bit 
and  then,  exhausted  with  rage,  she  gnashed  her  yellow  fangs. 

“Why  do  you  bring  me  here?  ”  she  gasped. 

“  Silence,”  said  Carl,  sternly.  “  I  intend  you  no  harm.” 

“  You  whey-face;  You  coward!  I  should  think  not.  Pah  ! 

“Listen,”  said  Carl,  in  a  low  voice 

“  You,  two  years  ago,  stole  a  young  girl  from  the  Hotel  de  L;gny 
Where  is  she  ?  ” 

The  old  woman  screamed  with  pleasure.  “Ask  the  sewer  which  * 
runs  from  the  Rue  Petit  St.  Pierre  to  the  river.” 

“  You  murdered  her?  ” 

“  No,  what  should  I  murder  her  for?  I  tell  you  we  strippe 
her,  tied  her  hands  and  feet,  and  dropped  her  through  the  trap-  - 
door  into  the  sewer.  She  may  be  there  now',  if  the  rats  are 
hospitable.” 

“  Fiend,”  said  Carl.  “  But  no,”  he  added,  “  I  am  but  an  agent 
of  Fate,  and  wherefore  should  I  use  harsh  words?  For  my  fault 
a  penance  must  be  done.  It  is  well,”  he  said,  addressing  her,  “you 
have  been  promised  a  reward  for  disclosing  this.” 

“  You  will  cheat  me,  no  doubt.” 

“No;  this  purse  shall  be  yours.  It  contains  one  hundred  Napo 
leons.” 

‘  Give  it  me  then.” 
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“No,  there  is  no  hand,  not  that  of  the  foulest  felon  in  his  dungeon, 
vile  enough  to  be  the  medium  of  communication  with  you.  Your 
own  hand  must  clutch  the  wages  of  your  iniquity.” 

He  signed,  and  a  purple  velvet  cloth  was  drawn  away,  dis¬ 
closing  a  marble  bath,  three  feet  deep,  sunk  in  the  floor  at  the 
feet  of  the  hag.  Sparkling  water  filled  and  tumbled  in  the  lux¬ 
urious  basin. 

“  What  is  this  foolery?”  screamed  the  hag. 

Carl  tossed  the  heavy  purse  into  the  bath.  As  it  reached  the 
bottom  it  seemed  to  burst,  and  the  coins  glittered  upon  the  marble. 

“You  mean  to  drown  me!”  said  the  old  woman. 

“  By  the  heaven  which  is  watching  us,  no  hand  shall  touch  you,” 
said  Carl.  “  Nay,  if  you  wish  it,  we  will  leave  you.” 

“  Oh !  delicacy  for  your  fine  ladies — I  have  none,”  said  the 
hag^  with  a  coarse  laugh.  “  Here  goes,”  and  she  sprang  into 
the  bath,  clutching  at  the  gold.  The  next  moment  she  uttered  a 
strange  cry. 

“What  have  you  done  to  me?”  she  said.  “I — I — feel  all  pins 
and  needles — yet — I — what  is  this?” 

“  Gin,”  said  Carl,  with  frightful  calmness. 

The  old  woman  stared  at  him,  with  expressionless  eyes.  She 
had  not  understood  the  meaning  of  his  words.  She  made  singular 
grimaces,  but  they  appeared  to  be  the  workings  of  her  own  mind, 
and  not  directed  at  the  bystanders.  She  seemed  half  stupified,  but 
presently  a  thought  appeared  to  strike  her. 

“  I — I  shall — shall  get  out,”  she  said,  in  a  thick  voice. 

By  a  simple,  but  fatal  contrivance,  the  four  sides  of  the  bath  rose, 
so  that,  even  to  a  vigorous  person,  escape  would  have  been  impos¬ 
sible.  With  a  helpless  look  the  old  woman  let  her  heels  slide  from 
under  her,  and  sat  down  in  the  bath.  The  liquid  reached  to  her 
lips.  Carl  stood  unmoved,  watching  the  fluid  as  it  gradually  dis¬ 
appeared,  and  gurgled  in  his  victim’s  throat.  At  length  it  sank 
below  her  lip,  and  she  fell  backwards.  The  poisonous  liquor  had 
deprived  her  of  her  senses. 

“  Baise  her,”  said  burl,  solemnly  ;  “  and  when  ci  ure 
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sou,  give  her  that  money,  and  let  her  go  forth  into  the  world.  A 
week’s  torture  will  be  her  lesson.” 

***** 

“  When  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  swim  in  the  river,  and  to jp&ss 
the  end  of  the  drain,  there  I  heard  your  cries,  dear  Violette.” 

“  Ah  !  Adolphe,  and  that  I  should  prove  a  Countess,”  said  the 
beautiful  girl,  “  and  so  rich.” 

“  Yet  Love  has  no  rank — no  riches — but  itself,”  said  Adolphe, 
anxiously. 
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“  None,  dearest.  You  are  a  blacksmith.  I — I  am — yours, 
yours,  Adolphe  !”  and  she  placed  her  exquisite  fingers  in  his 
brawny  hand. 

“  And  thy  father  ?” 

“  Speak  not  of  him.  Itequiescat  in  pace ,”  murmured  the  gri- 
sette  Countess. 

*  *  *  *  * 

It  is  Snowdon  again  !  The  new  year  is  born  !  And  again  the 
ghost  is  there,  but  it  is  tranquil  now,  and  heareth  ihe  voice  neither 
of  storm  nor  fiend,  for  the  stars  shine  deeply  down,  and  the  weary 
are  at  rest. 


A  SMALL  CONTRIBUTION 
FROM  MR.  DISRAELI. 

The  Briton  talks  of  Trial  by  Jury.  The  Hebrew  smiles  when  the 
Frank  lauds  it.  The  dull  glimmer  which  plays  in  the  brain  of  a 
cold  child  of  the  West,  conceived  not  the  institution.  The  mind 
of  the  spheradim  alone  could  fashion — alone  had  fashioned  it — ere 
the  songs  of  Israel  floated  on  the  waters  of  Babylon — nay,  when 
the  shiek  Abraham  saw  his  cattle  pasture  on  the  hills  where  once 
Angels  lighted,  and  where  now  Cockneys  tread. 

The  Saxon  smote  the  Norman  and  the  Norman  the  Saxon. 
Both  smote  the  seed  of  Israel.  The  Hebrew  smiled,  for  he  was  of 
the  pure  blood — the  blood  of  the  first  Arabs  who  worshipped  the 
Jehovah  of  Battles,  ere  the  Egyptian  hewed  the  sphynx,  or  the 
Greek  carved  the  Jupiter  Tonans.  That  blood  is  the  governing 
fluid  of  the  world.  History — the  history  of  the  Frank — records  it 
not;  but  the  history  of  the  spheradim,  which  is  writ  in  the  Hebrew 
Adam  spake  in  Paradis  and  Levi  speaks  in  Field-lane — that  history 
informs  us  that  all  justice  was  administered  in  England — what 
time  the  Kings  who  come  from  Saxony,  and  the  Kings  who 
come  from  Normandy,  held  sway — by  Jews,  according  to  the 
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doctrines  of  the  Jews,  in  the  place  of  the  Jews,  in  the  Ghetto  ot 
London — the  Old  Jewry. 

The  Frank  sees  not  beyond  his  squab  nose.  The  countryman 
of  that  Moses,  who  smote  the  Egyptian  sages  in  a  moment, 
flies  to  the  theory  inevitable  to  the  glance  of  a  Caucasian  eye. 

What  was  the  origin  of  the  phrase  “Trial  by  Jury?” 

What — scum  of  the  Vandals — but  “Trial  by  Jewry.” 


GENTLEMEN  OF  THE  JEWRY. 


MELANCHOLY  IMBECILITY  OF  CONUNDRUM  MAKING. 

W  hy  does  the  race  for  the  Deroy  reverse  the  hours  of  the  afternoon? 
Because  it  is  always  two  before  it’s  v;on. 

You  may  well  groan  at  it.  We  did  when  it  was  told  us. 

Moral  Axiom. — Chivalry  says  “  don’t  strike  a  man  while  he's 
down.”  Chivalry’s  a  pump,  that  would  throw  cold  water  on  all 
proper  feelings.  Hit  him  all  the  harder  for  being  down.  Let  him 
once  get  on  his  legs,  and  you  know  he’s  one  more  man  against  you 
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WHO  AND  WHAT  IS  WINKIN  ? 

here  are  many  mysterious  beings 
in  the  world— beings  whom  you 
hear  of,  and  talk  of,  but  never  see. 
Who,  tor  instance,  ever  shook 
hands  with  Miles’s  Boy— or  hob¬ 
nobbed  with  Mr.  Ferguson— or  met 
Jack  Robinson  at  an  evening  party? 
A  Derby  Prophet  is  also  a  mystic 
and  a  Great  Unknown.  We  have 
dim  notions  of  these  more  than 
mortal  vaticinators  being  seen,  in 
dim  and  shadowy  outline,  career¬ 
ing  over  Epsom  Downs,  half;  en¬ 
veloped  in  the  morning  mists  ;  or, 
the  night  before  the  Derby,  when 
the  Grand  Stand  is  empty  and 
silent,  being  watched  by  a  belated 
jockey,  weaving  in  its  gloom  un¬ 
holy  spells,  and  peering  with  magic 
word  and  sign  into  the  awful  mirror  of  futurity.  But,  of  all  the  un¬ 
knowns,  Winkin  is  the  most  unknown;  and  Winkin  is,  also,  he  who 
ought  to  be  best  known. 

For  everybody  knows  all  about  his  capabilities,  his  customs,  his 
talents,  his  merits,  his  faults.  Winkin  must  be  a  strange  medley — 
in  fact,  a  species  of  encyclopaedia  of  good  and  evil.  Nothing  can 
be  done  which  Winkin  cannot  do;  no  story  can  be  told  which 
Winkin  cannot  tell;  no  crime  can  be  committed  of  which  Winkin 
is  not  capable. 

For  example — 

A  says  of  B,  complimentarily — He  can  run  like  Winkin. 

B  says  of  C  — He  can  fight  like  Winkin. 
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C  says  of  D — He  can  preach  like  Winkin. 

D  says  of  E — He  can  joke  like  Winkin. 

E  says  of  F — He  can  write  like  Winkin. 

F  says  of  G — He  can  make  love  liice  Winkin. 

G  says  of  H — He  can  act  like  Winkin. 

II  says  of  I — He  can  swear  like  Winkin. 

I  says  of  K — He  can  dance  like  Winkin. 

And  so  forth. 

From  which  it  would  appear  that  Winkin  is  equally  great  as  a 
runner,  fighter,  preacher,  joker,  writer,  love-maker,  actor,  swearer, 
dancer,  &c.  &c. 

Who,  then,  is  Winkin?  We  know  the  man’s  character  admira¬ 
bly.  Everybody  seems  to  be  acquainted  with  him,  considering  the 
similes  they  are  constantly  making;  and  yet,  we  know  not  where 
Winkin  lodges — what  is  Winkin’s  occupation — how  much  Winkin 
has  a  year — what  is  the  colour  of  Winkin’s  hair — or,  even,  whether 
his  nose  be  snub  or  Roman. 

Mystery  of  mysteries — all  is  mystery.  Winkin  is  and  is  not. 
Winkin  is  here  and  gone.  Winkin  escapes  our  eye,  and  eludes  our 
grasp  like — like — Wrinkin. 


Electioneering  Intelligence. — Mr.  Howitt  has  started  for 
Coventry.  His  local  knowledge  is  unquestionable,  as  all  respect¬ 
able  people  have  sent  him  there. 

W iiy  is  a  person  confined  to  his  bed  with  a  cold  fit  of  the  ague, 
like  one  of  Byron’s  characters  ? 

Because  he’s  the  prisoner  of  Chill-on. 

[The  unhappy  man  who  perpetrated  the  above,  is  exposed  in  a 
pillory,  erected  for  the  occasion  in  the  Man  in  the  Moon  office, 
where  he  will  be  exhibited  for  two  hours,  daily,  during  the  season. 
Admittance  Is.  ;  Children  half-price. 
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MORE  NEWS  OF  THE  POPE. 

(Extract  of  a  letter  from  Rome.) 

The  liberality  of  the  new  Pontiff  is  unbounded.  To  prove  how 
completely  he  is  emancipated  from  the  vulgar  but  natural  preju¬ 
dices  which  hampered  his  predecessors,  I  may  mention  that  he 
takes  the  chair  every  Friday  evening,  at  a  Harmonic  Society,  called 
the  “  Jolly  Romans.” 

He  yesterday  rode  the  winning  horse  at  a  steeple-chase  in  the 
Campagna — and  is,  I  am  assured,  taking  lessons  with  the  gloves. 
The  Pope  is  a  great  amateur  in  cigars,  and  imports  his  own  weeds. 
He  has,  however,  been  heard  to  state  that  he  prefers  a  yard  of  clay. 

Nothing  can  exceed  the  popularity  of  his  Holiness.  Whenever 
he  goes  out  the  populace  greet  him  with  shouts  of  “  Bravo  Rouse  !” 
He  appears  much  affected  at  these  humble  manifestations  of  good 
Will 

It  is  well  known  that  the  Pontiff  was  some  time  ago  introduced 
to  Fanny  Elssler.  Since  then  he  has  given  the  corps  de  ballet  a 
supper  in  the  Vatican,  followed  by  a  Bal  Chicard.  The  Cardinals 
were  a  good  deal  scandalised  at  the  affair,  and  the  representative  of 
Austria  put  in  a  formal  remonstrance.  The  Pontiff,  however, 
turned  the  matter  off  with  a  good  humoured  joke  on  the  Cardinals* 
shocking  bad  hats,  and  a  match  (for  a  rump  and  a  dozen)  at 
billiards  with  the  Ambassador  from  Vienna. 

Apropos  of  billiards  the  Pontiff  takes  in  all  our  Sunday  snorting 
papers,  and  has  started  a  Derby  sweep  at  the  Vatican.  The 
winning  horse  was  drawn  by  R  Signor  Maccaroni.  There  was  a 
supper  at  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo  that  night,  at  which  his  Holiness 
sung  some  Negro  melodies  with  much  comic  humour.  He  accom¬ 
panied  himself  on  the  bones. 
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